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BEAUTY AND THE BEAST 

AN ALLEGORICAL PLAY 



DRAMATIS PERSONS 

Merchant 
The Beast 

Merchant's Eldest Daughter 
Merchant's Second Daughter 
Merchant's Third Daughter, called 
" Beauty " 



ACT ONE. SCENE: ROOM IN 
MERCHANT'S HOUSE 

MERCHANT and DAUGHTERS 

BEAUTY. Father, you are not happy. Our 
fond hopes 
Mirrored a greeting bright as April's blue 
Between his showers. True indeed, you smile. 
But like an actor mumming in a part 
Of laughter, with a dying child at home — 
You are not happy. 

MERCHANT. Should I not be happy ? 

Am I not 'mid the siren sounds of Home ? 
After wan nights beneath the sleepless stars, 
And days of mad endeavouring to wrest 
A something from the niggard clutch of Fortune, 
Should I not find affection's verdure sweet 
Between the desert glares that burn my life ? 
Are not oases green ? 

ELDEST DAUGHTER. Nay. Quibble not. 
'Tis not alone this baby-soul that sees. 
We'd rather bear the worst than fear the worst. 
Has Fate a dart still festering in its quiver 
For the already stricken ? 

MERCHANT. Be it so. 

Nought will I hide, but, like an honest bankrupt, 
Nor minimise my deep indebtedness, 
Nor praise my paltry assets. Thus it was. 
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You will remember that I promised each 

To bring some gift. — To you, a golden chain ; 

To you, a string of pearls ; but as for Beauty, 

All that she asked for was a single rose, 

A badge of beauty and a pledge of love. — 

To me, against the ropes with Poverty 

Poising his steel, 'twas skilful fencer's meed 

To win the first two prizes — yet I won them. 

But for the third,methought 'twere childhood's task. 

Then, as I wandered homewards, pleased at last 

To feel I could redeem my promises. 

And conjure smiles to faces that I love. 

Not two days' march from hence, beyond that hill 

Which lifts its purple faint against the blue, 

I passed a garden all ablaze with flowers 

Fondling each other with lush wantonness 

So close was lip to lip, — and, central gem. 

The whitest rose that Nature ever bleached. 

I stooped to pick, and, even as I stooped, 

A yell, like that of madness stung by death. 

Palsied my arm, and lo ! before me glared 

A creature — 'twas not animal, nor man — 

Something of man, yet more of animal. 

Erect indeed, but hideous beyond thought 

With all the coarsest trappings of the beast, 

A ghastly paradox, who, in a voice 

Resonant like the surges of the sea. 

Thundered " What dost thou here ? " 



ELDEST DAUGHTER. Nay ! You were 
reckless. 
But 'tis a piece with all that Beauty does. 
She'd ever make request that seemed the simplest, 
And was the hardest. 

MERCHANT. 'Twas no fault of hers. 

She meant no harm. — She only asked the least. 
But, to be brief, he made me stay the night 
In palace nobler than e'er genius wrought. 
Or fancy fashioned. 

SECOND DAUGHTER. Could you not 
escape ? 

MERCHANT. When ev'ry tree concealed a 
sentinel. 
And ev'ry door a gaoler ? Nature seemed 
In league with him, — gave him her sons for slaves. 
Apes held his wine-cups mid the symphonies 
Of Nightingales ; and at the ev'ning meal 
One thought the lap of all the East was bared 
To load his table. But what charm to me, 
Or song or splendour ? 

SECOND DAUGHTER. Tell us quickly. 
Father, 
What was the sequel ? 

MERCHANT. Long he silent sat : 
Then whispered, " I have passed the sentence — 

Death," 
But, as I struggled with the quivering nerves, 
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And sought to steel myself to play the man, 
Added, " One chance alone is left. If she 
For whom the deed were done, will pay the price. 
Of her I ask not death, but only this. 
That she shall live with me and be my Queen." 
The great gods judge between us. There's the rose. 
SECOND DAUGHTER. 'Tis horrible. Like 

phantoms of the night. 
Which cling and strangle, while we powerless lie 
To dash their ghoul-like grapple from our throats, 
And swoon beneath the horrible embrace. 
Marking the nearing gateways of the tomb 
Without a friend to help, without a cry. 
Then drenched by terror wake, to find a dream. 
Surely this is a dream, — a gruesome jest 
Of that arch-mocker, sleep. And we shall wake 
To smile at these dim dirges from the mists. 
Which ring so falsely true, yet truly false. 
Sure 'tis a dream. 

ELDEST DAUGHTER. Say rather 

punishment. 
'Tis one of the unwritten laws of Doom, 
That over-love bears double crop of pain. 
It is not that you do not care for us, 
But that within the shrine an inner shrine 
Curtains an idol. — Else how knew the Beast 
For whom the rose was plucked .? or whom to 

choose 
6 



As victim to the Furies of his Pride ? 

You must have told him, and methinks have praised 

Your goal of worship. 

MERCHANT. You have hit the mark. 

But where it listeth, there the wind will blow. 
We cannot rule the heart, and, when he questioned, 
I sought to turn the keen edge of his wrath 
With pictures of soft hair where sunbeams live. 
And eyes which shame the forest-girdled pools, — 
The echo of her mother, when I wooed. 
And won the crown of never-dying love. 
Perhaps 'twas wrong, 'tis certain 'twas not wise. 
Who can be prudent in the grip of terror ? 
Who can be always wise ? And yet — and yet — 
That night within that splendour-haunted chamber 
I held the High Assizes of my soul. 
Is Sorrow son to Sin ? or merely brother ? 
Methinks 'tis both and neither, sometimes one 
And sometimes other. 

SECOND DAUGHTER. Is there not a tale 
They whisper round the camp-fires of the desert 
Of one named Job ? 

MERCHANT. That thought 'twas solaced me. 
For the Almighty passed the verdict then 
That Woe need not have parentage of Guilt. 
— Yet, even so, perhaps 'twere nobler code 
Breast bared to let him drive his dagger home, 
Go to my Maker with the plea, " Can man 
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Give more than his own life to save his child ? " 
But then, — to leave you orphaned, moneyless ! — 
Death's final, while there's ofttimes worse than 

death 
For those without a parent or a home. 
And he, this monster, sware by earth and sea. 
By what we know and what we cannot know. 
By aught he hopes of Heaven, or fears from Hell, 
That were the lily ever proved more white 
Than his intents and conduct towards my Beauty, 
'Twere his breast should be bared, the dagger 

mine ! 
He sware and I believe him. 

SECOND DAUGHTER. But you're safe. 
Laugh at the vows wrung from an agony. 
In law they hold not, nor have moral value. 
Say you forgot, or muster force of arms 
To raze his ogre palace to the ground. 
And torture torturer. 

MERCHANT. I have passed my word. 
He gave his trust, and I will not betray it. 
There are more holy things in Life than Life. 
— My jury has been charged — I stand condemned. 
I'll get me back and die. 

BEAUTY. Father, you shall not. 

Girlhood, as well as manhood has its altars — 
Besides, who would be aught than kind to me .? 
Do you not think so, Father ? 
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MERCHANT. More. I know. 

But oh ! I cannot spare you, cannot spare you. 
There is no bond that we shall meet again. 
{Jside) Her Mother's face ! 

BEAUTY. Then, Father, I will swear 

No rampart Earth can raise shall e'er avail 
To bar her father from your daughter's heart. 
Each passing traveller shall bring you news 
To span the gulf, and ere the coming year 
Has doffed her bridal veil of snow, and donned 
The soft bright robes of dawning motherhood, 
I will be back, with arms flung round your neck. 
And kiss you thus, and thus. 

MERCHANT. Grant it, ye Heavens. 

The greater need, the greater hope of grace. 
{Aside) But oh ! Her mother's face ! Her mother's 
face ! 



ACT TWO. SCENE : GARDEN 
OUTSIDE PALACE 

Evening meal just ^nished 

BEAUTY. Oh ! what a wonder-world of 
splendours here ! 
Art with her hand in nature's ! Intertwined 
They glide together through the jewell'd groves. 
The voice of Heaven, and the dream of man. 
\Enter beast, who silently seats himself, then after 
pause'] 

BEAST. Still musing, Beauty ? Lending your 
soul its wings ? 
This early Spring-tide, with her eager eyes. 
So sweetly sad, so sadly beautiful. 
Acts foster-mother for the nursling dreams. 
Look at that twisted hawthorn, bathed in blossom. 
Lifting white arms against a whiter moon. 
Like yearning, struggling, tortured human soul 
That hurls wild wail to the divine unknown. 
— Or mark the foam of iridescent glory 
On yonder woods — what mute impassioned hymn ! 
Pleading that nought so exquisite should pass. 
Yet preaching that such radiant loveliness 
Can only robe a spirit still more lovely, 

BEAUTY. Ah! Sire! 

BEAST. Not Sire. Never forget your promise. 
Your little vow to call me always " Dearest " ; 
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That I may hug the smiling make-believe, 
I am not all too gross to lure a sigh 
From human breast. 

BEAUTY. In deed it shall be " Dearest." 

Then, Dearest, when you talk as you can talk, 
I lose the visible, and only know 
A spirit who can take me by the hand. 
And lift me reeling through the unplumb'd deeps 
To where the solitary splendours lean 
Upon the mountains. 

BEAST. Can you love me then ? 

BEAUTY. Ah ! Yes ! For truly you are my 
knight-errant. 
Who snapped the chains of Dragon Poverty, 
And set the maiden free ; the guardian angel 
Of all to me the dearest ones ; and last. 
My Hermes, who can bear my soul away 
To those lone heights, whence, with the mighty 

dead. 
We watch the moving pageants of the worlds. 
And gaze undimmed upon their Maker's face. 

BEAST. But could you love me as a wife should 
love ? 

BEAUTY. Oh ! Do not ask me that, the one, 
one thing 
I cannot give, and hate myself denying. 
Can you forgive ? 

BEAST. Wide earth holds not the sin 
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I could not, nor could heart be forged so stern 
It could refuse the pleading of those lips. 

BEAUTY. If that be so, I have a boon to ask. 
But books say vows like that are old as pain. 
And thin as pleasure. 

BEAST. Put me to the proof 

See if I fail, or no. 

BEAUTY. Let me go Home. 

BEAST {after prolonged pause). You've sent 
the arrow quiv'ring to its mark. 
Of all grim duels I have had with self. 
This the most grim. 

BEAUTY. I do not ask for long ; 

Only one month. 

BEAST. 'Twill girdle centuries. 

And think if Death were peering o'er the hills, 
Whetting his scythe ! You know not what you ask. 
Ah ! plunge the rowels in the flanks of Time ; 
For how the dawns will draggle weary skirts. 
And sun-sets dally past on plumeless wing. 
Till the mad moment when the moonbeams clasp 
These robes again. — Still, darling, I will yield. 
Have I not sworn ? Shall I be not found faithful ? 
But paint upon the canvas of your mind 
In pigments naught can blur, or cause to fade, 
That one poor victim of supernal malice, 
Outcast from ev'ry type which throbs and lives, 
Without a friend, or one to call him kin, 
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Beats out his heart against the bars of sorrow 
Till you return. — So, darling, take this ring. 
Under your pillow it will wing you home. 
Under your pillow wing you back again. 
— Farewell — be happy — But be merciful. 
In the sweet name of pity stay not long. 
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ACT THREE. SCENE ONE : ROOM 
IN MERCHANT'S HOUSE 

ELDEST DAUGHTER. Patience has left 
me for these whims and fancies. 
Always her Beast ! 'Tis nothing but her 
Beast. 
— Me ! I would teach his Monstrous Majesty 
To crawl and cringe before the condescension 
That made a woman mistress of his halls. 

SECOND DAUGHTER. Yet facts have proved 
his kindness. But for him 
We should not now have nobles for our suitors. 
ELDEST DAUGHTER. And Beauty never 

tires of saying so. 
SECOND DAUGHTER. But not in malice. 
For to me it seems 
As though her old-time loathing were discrowned 
By patient toleration — if no more. 
It were as though Shame bade her hold aloft 
The flag of moral grandeur — Did you mark, 
That day when we were laughing at her "King," 
A wave of crimson trembling o'er her face 
Like Dawn athwart a plain of ripened corn ? 
ELDEST DAUGHTER. I did— and much I 
marvelled what it meant. 
Howbeit she's gone, and in my secret soul 
Regret acts but as hand-maid to relief; 
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For scarcely could I call my lover mine 
While she was here. — He gazed — And then he 

gazed. 
— Two looks at her for ev'ry one to me. 
'Tis not her beauty. 'Tis — I know not what — 
Some trickery of seeming innocence ; 
Some winning way, that chains the gaze of man 
By sly appeal to his superior self. 
I do not like it. 

SECOND DAUGHTER. Nor in truth do I. 
But absence, like the mists of summer eves 
Softens the hills, and throws a kindly veil 
O'er lights and shades — Aye — and it clutched my 

heart, 
That sob of hers that Death was in the air 
Beck'ning her back, where we would ne'er have 

gone. 
So, Sister, fare she well. 

ELDEST DAUGHTER. Yea, fare she well. 
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ACT THREE. SCENE TWO : BEAST 
LYING IN GARDEN 
Outside the Palace 
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EAST. Too late ! — She will not come ; 
and even now 
Too late. O Death ! I see thy barriers. 
Thy dank, dark arches. — What a tiny sin 
To claim such meed of vengeance ! But, crass fool 
To pit thyself against Omnipotence ! — 
The spoke within the wheel to flout the wheel ! — 
— How dark it grows ! — Is this the dusk of life 1 
Ah ! Beauty ! Beauty ! — All the lurid lights 
Are fading in the gloaming. — The wild passions 
Have sobbed to sleep. — All that I ask for now. 
That there may be some after-math of love 
In those far jfields toward which my sail is trimmed. 
Or, failing this, methinks that, with thee near. 
Thy cool hand on my forehead, I could sink 
Upon the bosom of the waveless Peace, 
Nor rail too fiercely at the irony 
Which shrouds man's struggles in forgetfulness. 
— Still nearer. — Ah ! How dense these thick'ning 

shades 
Are closing in ! — There strikes the first chill gust 
From the eternal dungeons. — O my darling. 
Would God that you were near to touch my hand. 
— It's very cold. 
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[beast becomes unconscious and voice from the unseen 

sings^ 

A black dome swung from a cloudless sky ! 

Is a sneer on the lips of God ? or why 

Should shadows trellis the sun, and lie 

In the laugh of the Spring beneath ? 
Through South wind sick with the scents of 

May 
A cold shaft shot, and it seemed to say, 
" That dome is the Palace of Decay, 

And the shade is the fear of Death." 
Why ! Death ! I had ever laughed in its face. 
Had felt at one with its finger's trace. 
Had almost yearned for its soft embrace. 

Felt sure that its kiss would come 
Like dew to the desert, like eve to the moor. 
Like waves which fondle a southern shore. 
Like mother which nestles with soft wings o'er 

The dreams of her downy home. 
Then I saw in Heaven a white-winged child. 
With eyes that kindled, and lips that smiled, 
— But he led by the hand an old man, wild 

With the glance of the curse of Cain — 
And he sang, " 'Tis thus, as 'twill always be, 
There's ever a ghost by the side of me, 
And I was born from the cruel sea. 

And Joy is the mate of Pain." 
\JEinter beauty on tip-toe and after long ga:i:>ing\ 
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BEAUTY. Some divine instinct tells me I 

must love him ; 
See not a quip of Nature's bitt'rest mood, 
But that all Nature's good, and 'neath the garb 
Of basest life there beats the heart of God. 
[Knee/s and touches hand and forehead of beast] 
Not ill ! — Ye Heavens ! These are the damps of 

Death. 
Dying ! — I know at last what I shall lose. 
What noblest soul — what intense chivalry — 
What thrusting self away to serve a friend — 
What whitest purity of sacrifice — 
What honour wedded to what kindest thought — 
I cannot live without him. — Dearest ! Dearest ! 
This time my Heart calls " Dearest." Do not 

leave me. 
Do not forsake poor Beauty, for — I love you. 
\Stoops and kisses him. Curtain drops'] 
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ACT THREE. SCENE THREE: ROOM 
IN MERCHANT'S HOUSE 

SECOND DAUGHTER. O Father, have you 
heard the wild glad news ? 
MERCHANT. No. But I'll listen. Has 
the new hen laid ? 
Or has another suitor asked your hand ! 

SECOND DAUGHTER. Nay! something far 

far better. 
MERCHANT. Then I know. 
It's a new gown. 

SECOND DAUGHTER. You must be 
serious. — 
A messenger has just arrived from Beauty. 

MERCHANT. Ah ! tell me quickly.— For a 
heavy heart 
Has been my comrade, since my darling left. 
What does he say ? 

SECOND DAUGHTER. Something so weird 
and strange. 
So far out-leaping our experience, 
That, if 'twere acted on a stage, you'd call it 
The moonstruck rev'Uings of a poet's brain. 
— It seems, one festal night long years ago. 
Swept by the glamour of the wine and song. 
Of woman's beauty, and the dance of mind, 
A young Prince shook his goblet to the sky, 
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And scoffed at Mother Nature. — Nature heard. 
And chained him in that loathsome prison-house 
We've known as Beauty's Beast, without a hope 
Of freedom, save by kiss of Death, or kiss 
Of maiden, who should love him for himself, 
Despite his foulness. — Now, when Beauty found 
Her Beast with glazing eye and fading pulse, 
Leaning across the gulf to clasp the grave. 
That pity, we are told's akin to love, 
Stormed like a tide of glory o'er her soul, 
Till, borne away upon its sacred flood. 
She kneeled and kissed him ; and, ere thought could 

leap. 
Fell Nature's slough of pitiless disguise. 
And in its place youth radiant and divine. 
As though fresh cast from the Creator's mould. 
Instinct with rapture ! — With a sob of joy 
They fell on one another's necks, and knew 
That each was born for other. 

MERCHANT. God is good. 

My Darling ! Oh ! my Beauty ! — Latest born. 
And best beloved — the last fond sacrifice 
My angel paid to Nature and to Love, 
And slew herself in paying — Now I see 
The thread of Purpose through the web of Life 
Bespeaking mercy. Yea ! and it shall be. 
When Earth herself lies dying, and the Fates 
Ride swooping for their final cormorant gorge, 
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That Love, the soft, the strong, the beautiful. 
Shall fling his velvet challenge down to Death ; 
And 'mid the dissolution of the spheres. 
The cry shall ring through Heaven, " Death is 

dead — 
Love killed him with a kiss — and placed his heel 
Upon the mould'ring skeleton of Time." 
Then shall the last great Love-song, born of God, 
Rise thrilling through the rapt Eternal Dawn. 
[Curtain at back rises, and reveals beauty 

and BEAST, now a young 'Prince, in one 

another* s arms'\ 
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THE WILD SWANS 



DRAMATIS PERSONS 

King of Hereland 

Queen of Hereland 

King's Daughter Enid 

Youngest Brother of Enid 

Fairy 

Young Prince of Thereland 



ACT ONE. SCENE : ROOM IN PALACE 

QUEEN. Justice ! — I ask for Justice. — Is it 
Justice 
To storm a heart, and char it into cinders ? 
take Life than take the life of Life. 
Into the ocean of abandoned hopes 
He sailed, so noble and so subtly sad, 
Half-mast the pennons, all the rigging torn, 
The splintered spars telling of tempests passed. 
Yet that proud bearing still which rides the waves 
And hurls its challenge to the storms of doom. 
Who could but gaze and wonder ? Till there stole 
Across the grey the trembling golden dream 
I, none but I, might claim him for my own. 
I conjure back to earth the far-off gaze. 
Fondle the lines away, and breathe to flame 
The whitening embers of the joy of Life. 
Ambition ? — Did a kind world hint ambition 
Tear off the crown, tread under foot the ermine 
Knead back into their native nothingness 
The meretricious trappings of the Monarch, 
But give me, give me his own royal self. 
And then, what pillory, what stake of torture. 
To win the casket and to find it sealed ! 
Mine all the treasure-house of lordly thought. 
The high imperial dreams, the galleries 
Of holy aspirations, and the vistas 
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Swathed in the radiance of a quenchless honour. 
All mine — yet ever with the one door locked. 
One door ! but there the chapel of his soul, 
Where at the altar of a buried love 
Swing the eternal censers. 
[Enter king] 

Ah ! My Lord ! 
What seeks my Lord ? 

KING. Only my little Enid. 

The sun is on the waters, so methought 
We'd watch the love-lights beckoning from the 

waves. 
She's too young yet to know the note Despair. 

QUEEN. There's no despair in Nature, O my 
King. 

KING. Yet 'tis so sullen, is a silent sea, 

As it had loved and lost. 

QUEEN. Not lost, my Lord. 

How deep soe'er the gloom on Ocean's brow, 
We know 'twill smile again. 

KING. It may be so, 

For where no mind is, there is no despair. 
'Tis when the heart leagues with the intellect. 
They war together on the mirth of man. 
Planting grim standards on the sunny slopes 
Stamped with the watchword " Whither," till 

fulfilment 
Has wrenched the sceptre from anticipation ; 
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Then do they leap upon the throat of Hope, 
Yell "Victory," and drag their quarry down. 
Ah ! Weariness ! — But our philosophies 
Blur out the blue. — Where is my little Enid ? 
I'll go and seek her. 

QUEEN. O my Lord ! my Lord ! 

KING. What is it. Sweet-heart ? 

QUEEN. Nay! 'Tis only nothing. 

KING. Not nothing. — Howe'er small, tell me 
the something. 

QUEEN. You'll name me over foolish, but, 
my Lord, I crave a promise. 

KING. Are you not my Queen ? 

To wish is but to have. 

QUEEN. But 't seems so childish. 

So like the babblings of a love-sick girl. 
Yet Love rolls winter in a summer haze, 
And turns old age to childhood. — So, my King, 
I crave a promise that, whate'er betide. 
You will be always, always kind to me. 

KING. Kind ? Kind .?— Why, Sweet-heart ? 
What a strange surmise 
I could be otherwise than kind to thee ! 
Why ! You are trembling. — Oh ! I'll make the 

promise 
And keep it, — so my Sweet-heart smiles again. 
— When we return from love-songs of the sea. 
Let there be laughter on my Sweet-heart's lips. 
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QUEEN. There shall be laughter— laughter of 

the sea. 
[king goes out.'] 

Yea ! Laughter of the cruel trait'rous sea, 
Me he will " sweet-heart," cold and courteous 

" sweet-heart," 
No more than " sweet-heart." — For that other 

queen. 
Not of his kingdom only, but his soul. 
The mother of his children, he'd despoil 
Imagination for sweet epithets ; 
Ravage the realms of language in his quest 
For some new deeper symbol of his worship. 
Ah ! shall the idyll of a mouldered Past 
Flare up for ever, like the angel's swords, 
'Twixt me and Eden ? Shall a soft girl-face 
Not only living cast the spell, but dead 
Still filch the one prize of a woman's life ? 
No ! By the blue of Heaven which smiles its 

protest 
Against unending gloom ! — I'll find some way. 
Was she more fair than I ? Her cheek more soft ? 
Or dwelt within her eye a deeper wonder ? 
Her hair was shot with silver when she died. 
And still that boy-dream lives, to call afar 
His spirit, and to steal away my Heaven. 
'Tis Enid that he takes to hear the surge-songs. 
His sons he calls to Council — not poor me. 
28 



That page must pass. I — I will tear it out. 

The fangs are gnawing with too fierce a pain. 

All those remembrancers of vanished years 

Must drop into the mists. — And then — And then — 

Let others have a Past which never was, 

Others a Future which will never be. 

For me the throbbing, everlasting " Now." 

Sin .? Aye ! if need demands it, I will sin. 

No white-faced meek-eyed puling woman's sin, 

— A woman's only in that 'tis the Heart 

That holds the helm, that grasps the quiv'ring reins, 

That lifts the lash, — No ! if I sin, I sin ; 

Sin like a tortured soul, sin like a god ; 

Sin with a buffet on the doors of Doom. — 

— Yet even though the mystic tale run true. 

And some wild day in I;Jeaven the courts be set 

To audit the dead Balance-Sheet of Time ; 

And in the ledger on my debit side 

An item reads " She hated," there shall stand 

Against it the cross-entry that " She loved." 
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ACT TWO : SCENE ONE : GLADE IN 
A FOREST IN HERELAND 
OLD WOMAN [Fairy) and enid 

OLD WOMAN. The Sowers sow, where 
they sow not ; 
The grasses grow, where they grow not ; 
The wise men know, what they know not ; 
All in time. 
The breezes blow, where they blow not ; 
The rivers flow, where they flow not ; 
And dead men go, where they go not. 
D'ye like my rhyme ? 
ENID. I know not what it means. 

OLD WOMAN. It hath no meaning. 

Save that it's meaningless, like life, like death. 
Like all the silly ways. — You had a mother ? 

ENID. Yes. — But she left me such long years 
ago. 
I was a child, could hardly say its prayers. 
And she my Heaven. — And then one soft spring 

morning 
She kissed me a cold kiss, and went away 
With one they said was Death. — Who is this 
Death ? 
OLD WOMAN. Death is the much maligned, 
the merciful. 
The friend of sorrow, the supreme physician ; 
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For, when Disease and Pain, twin ogres, ply 
Their gruesome trade, till all the wearied members 
Sob " Hold ! enough ! " then comes the Master- 
wizard, 
Fore-finger laid upon a patient lip. 
To give the last narcotic — and there's Peace. 

ENID. So he seems kind, this Death. 

OLD WOMAN. May be.— May be. 

Sometimes he comes with retinue of horror. 
And sometimes softly, like an angel's sigh. 
Have you not still a mother ? 

ENID. Not a mother. 

My Father's Queen. But oh ! so different. 
She does not like me. 

OLD WOMAN. Yet she loves your father ? 

ENID. And that is why she does not love his 
children. 

OLD WOMAN [aside]. How difficult it is to 
fool the child ! 
Through all the cloaks of courtly subterfuge 
They see the lie, and call it by its name. 
Think that this child should pierce the mystery 
That Hatred is so near betrothed to Love, 
That from the womb of Love can Hate be born. 
I'll ask her once again. [To enid] What makes 

you think 
She does not like you ? 

ENID. I had seven brothers, 
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As beautiful as Dawn upon the Sea ; 
But one by one they left — I know not how — 
'Twas said it was not meet a Monarch's sons 
Should lean, like women, on the prop of Birth ; 
That they must travel far, and win their spurs. 
And so they went ; nor has a whisper passed 
To tell us how they fare, or if they live. 
Methought the Queen seemed pleased when they 

were gone. 
Though she would never show it to my Father, 
And I was left so lone and desolate. 
Yet ever when above the purpling sunset 
I hear the homing cry, and catch the beat. 
The measured murmur of the wild swans' wings, 
I think of them, and send my prayer to God, 
Is it not strange ? 

OLD WOMAN. Not stranger than what is. 
Here is another riddle. — You must mount 
By easy stages up the stairs of Truth. 

The Queen looked out from the ivied tower 

Which leans to the western v/ave. 

For her no scent in the scented flower. 

No sweetness in the queen-bee's dower, 

Nor joyance from the maiden's bower. 

Nor laugh from the dead man's grave. 

So she vowed a vow to the cynic moon, 
And pledged her soul in fee ; 
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That whatever warred with the wanted boon. 
Or imps of night, or gods of noon. 
Or men who scheme, or babes that croon. 
Should sleep with the sleeping sea. 

The evil spirits shrieked with glee 

At the sale of a woman'^s soul. 
Said they, " What fools these humans be 
To make themselves the same as we, 
And barter immortality 

For the whim of a mortal goal ! " 

ENID. Has it two meanings ? Dim forebodings 
steal 
Upon me. — Hush ! I hear the swans. The Swans, 
[J^nee/s in prayer\ 
[Enter youngest brother] 
BROTHER. O Enid \ 
ENID. O my brother ! God has heard. 
OLD WOMAN. Yea ! surely ! For there is no 
human cry, 
However mute, or inarticulate, 
But finds its echo at the Mercy-seat, 
And calls a pity to the angels' lips. 

ENID, But tell me how he found me, how he's 

here. 
BROTHER. 'Tis all this kind old lady, who has 
saved 
Both you and all of us. — Ask her the secret. 
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ENID. She only tells me fairy-tales, and riddles 
I cannot guess. 

BROTHER. Perhaps she thinks it kind. 

Bare truth is stern. [To old woman] Will you tell 

me a riddle .? 
And I will try to tear its kernel out. 
So Enid waken to a softened truth. 

OLD WOMAN, Well, only one last one, an 
old-world fable. 
For ever foolish, yet for ever wise, 
While man is human. — Thus the story runs : 

There were three little chickens once. 
The Beauty, the Sage, and the Dunce, 

Who lived in a pen. 

With a motherly hen. 
Till the following circumstance. 

When the sun shone high 

In an azure sky 

A fox passed by. 

With his emerald eye, 

And his look so sly. 

And his coat so spry ; 

And he thought " Oh ! my ! 

What a succulent fry 

They'd make in a pie. 

If they'd only try 

If they could fly 

35 



36 



To the wood, where I 
So often lie." 
There were three little chickens then. 

And so to the Dunce he said, 

" If you'd calm your learned head. 

You should always stroll 

On yon grassy knoll, 
When the rest of the world's abed," 

When the moon sailed high 
Through a steel-blue sky, 
The fox passed by. 
With a look so sly. 
In his sea-green eye. 
But his coat awry 
That was so spry. 
And a trembling sigh 
As of a maiden shy 
Of felicity. 

Or that man was nigh. — 
There were two little chickens then. 

Then he to the Beauty told 
The dream of the hidden gold; 

How the great ones run 

With the dying sun 
To dig in the wondrous wold. 



— When the moon sailed high 
Through a steely sky 
That fox passed by, 
With the look so sly 
In his sea-green eye. 
And his brush held high, 
But his coat awry 
And a chastened sigh 
That morn was nigh. 
There was one little chicken then. 

Then last, to the Sage said he, 
" Have you seen the wonder-tree 

By star-light, where 

All fowls are fair 
As the queens of the fairies be ?" 

When the moon sailed high 
Through a steely sky. 
That fox passed by 
With his look so sly. 
And his brush held high, 
But his coat awry ; 
And methought that I 
Caught a whispered sigh 
And could just descry 
A tear in his eye. 
As who should cry 
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For a vision high 
Of Eternity, 
Or that men should die. 
And if you pry 
For the reason why, 
— There were no little chickens then. 

BROTHER. It seems a story of a fattened fox, 
Of silly chickens and a hen bereaved. 
But chance it has a moral. 

OLD WOMAN. Many morals. 

It hints the secret how to place a ring 
Within the nose of vain humanity. 
Tell not the poet he can string sweet rhymes, 
The sculptor he can carve, the statesman 

rule. 
These are assured, and so they flatter not. 
But tell the poet he has brain so keen. 
He could wield armies, hold the helm of 

nations ; 
Or tell the statesman that so soars his soul 
He'd chisel dreams to thrill a world to madness ; 
And lead them with a thread of gossamer. 

ENID. 'Tis very clever, maybe very real. 
But oh ! it is not what I want to know. 
Brother, I pray you, do not mock at me. 
Show me the unveiled truth. Yes ! I'll be brave. 
Now I have got my loved ones back again. 
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BROTHER. Ah ! That is where the shadows 
deepest lie. 
For when the Queen found how our father loved 

us, 
Her jealousy swept like an avalanche 
On one and all. — She first cajoled our father 
Into the creed his sovereignty was naught 
To his own native majesty, and so 
We too must prove our heritage in him 
By pitting our small strengths against the world. 
Then when we'd left the palace, and no tidings 
Could echo, she had bribed a sorcerer 
To see to it that we should ne'er return ; 
And, were it not for this kind lady here. 
Oblivion had cast its seamless mantle 
On all our father's sons. 

ENID. Oh hideous plot ! 

How did you save them ? 

OLD WOMAN. Only as through fire. 

I summoned to my aid all the battalions 
Of the Unseen, till there was war in heaven. 
Yet could but claim victorious defeat. 

BROTHER. Nay ! For you tore us from a 
death in life. 
At least by night we're men. 

OLD WOMAN. Ah ! But by day ! 

— Clue, Enid, to your dreams — By day they take 
The form and plumage of the Wild White Swan. 
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ENID. So that is— 

OLD WOMAN. Yes ! But Hush ! Quick ! 
Hide yourselves. 
[Enter queen disguised'\ 

QUEEN. You've got her safe ? 

OLD WOMAN. Quite safe. Your Majesty ! 
Trust an old woman. 

QUEEN. Well ! You understand ? 
Not a King's daughter, but a peasant girl. 
The King requires no ladyships at court. 
He wills to set the more imperial standard 
Of individual merit. — She must live 
Like meanest subject. 

OLD WOMAN. But the gentle palm 
Asks tend'rer nurture than the rugged fir. 

QUEEN. One chance for all, and those who 
fall, must fall, 
I say not " Be unkind," but I do say 
That " Those who fall, must fall." 
[Giving purse] Meanwhile, take this. 
As earnest of a royal gratitude. 

OLD WOMAN. Your Majesty's a shining star 
in heaven. 
And I, a satellite, needs must revolve. 
In its due circuit. 

QUEEN. Truce to flattery. 

My service is not service of the lips, 
But diligence and silence, — Recollect, 
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The King himself knows not this hiding-place, 
So of all mottoes first stands secrecy. 
I'll see you soon again. 
[Exit queen] 

ENID. Can this be real ? 

Was that indeed the Queen ? O save me, save 

me ! 
The King can't know ? 

OLD WOMAN. 'Tis thou who dost not know 
The weird strange dominating influence 
Of strong bad woman over weak good man. 
Why ! They drape Heaven in black, to suit their 

ends. 
Or robe an angel in the plumes of Hell. 
Still, I will save thee. 
[To brother] Knowest thou that isle. 
Set mid-most on the soft lap of the sea, 
'Twixt here and that new land you've made your 

home .? 
BROTHER. Oft have I marked it, like a 

splash of gloom 
Amid the blaze of emerald and blue. 
White-shod with foam. 

OLD WOMAN. 'Tis called " The Rock of 

Mercy." 
Can ye essay to raise and bear her there ? 
— I have a sheet of silk, light as 'tis strong — 
One day to reach the Rock, the next the shore ? 
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ENID. I will not. — Dream ye what if strength 
should fail 
And we should flutter to an unblessed grave 
With all my brothers' lives upon my soul ! 

BROTHER. Fret thee not, Enid ; for the wild 



swans wings 



Can tear the air to shreds, nor find but pleasure 

To play with your dear lightness. — 'Tis a 
scheme 

Whose very thought attunes itself to rapture. 

And makes the blood run riot. 

[To OLD woman] How to thank you ? 

Had Gratitude a hundred thousand tongues 

To clamour blessings, 'twere a beggared speaker. 
OLD WOMAN. I want no thanks, only a little 
love. 

We all want love, the monarch as the felon. 

No crown so jewelled, and no smock so coarse, 

But that its wearer craves a little love. 

A little love — A little spray of love. 

So when you've reached yon shore, and all your 
griefs. 

So present now, have paled to memories. 

Do not forget, and I'll remember you. 

A little love — A little spray of love. 

ENID. That will be thine by natural com- 
pulsion. 

Would we could all raise morning hymn together 

42 



Of human thankfulness. — It cannot be 
The gods will lean with drowsy-folded arms 
To watch triumphant malice gain its goal ? 
There must be rescue. 

OLD WOMAN. Rescue holds a cup 

So steeped in poison that, to drink thereof. 
Courage itself would pause and lose its name. 
— There is no human love of such fine temper 
That it could clasp that chalice with both hands 
And drain its dregs. — Bethink you what it means. 
— It means a churchyard 'neath the spell of moon- 
light ; 
It means a soft hand gathering the nettles. 
Which take their nourishment from human 

dead ; 
Drawing their fibres, weaving them to mantles 
With blistered hands ; — and all the while no word 
Must pass the lips of that pathetic weaver 
For weeks, or months, or years, till the wild hour 
That she can fling those robes around her loved. 
And shout to Heaven, " The sacrifice is finished." 
I say, no human love can drain that cup. 

ENID. It shall 

OLD WOMAN. Not here, but in the vast 
Beyond 
Justice sits throned, and there the cup is drained. 
But come ; the shrift of summer nights is brief. 
And hours prick quickly, when the rider's Fear. 
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BROTHER. But you- 



OLD WOMAN. Are out of touch with earthly 
vengeance. 
When next we meet, I may be young, and gay 
With the brave pageantry of fairydom. 
I can set sail upon the feath'ry wave. 
Harness the storm, post on the thunderbolt. 
Or rock upon the little lazy cloud 
Which flecks the brilliance of a summer noon. 
Fear not for me ; and yet, do not forget me. 
Think of the poor old woman, and her cry, 
" A little love— A little spray of love." 
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ACT TWO. SCENE TWO : GLADE IN 
THERELAND 

ENID and YOUNGEST BROTHER 

BROTHER. Have two days ever held within 
their arms 
Such worlds of wild emotions ? — But you're 
weary ? 
ENID. Weary ! Ah ! Yes ! Yet feeling as 
though Sleep 
Could never take me to its breast again, 
Or lay its Mother's hand across my eyes. 
What fear ! What hope ! What beauty ! What 

despair ! 
All in two days. 

BROTHER. And now what happiness ! 
Is not this land twin-brother to our own ? 
And we once more together ? 

ENID. All but one. 

Our father's face still haunts me. — That last 

day 
We rode together, looking at the sea. 
He turned to me, his face ablaze with sorrow. 
" Can you recall your mother ? " " Yes," I said. 
And he, so sadly, " Then you knew an angel." 
BROTHER. Poor father. Ever in the golden 
past. 
But there's a golden future, so we hope. 
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ENID, We hope. — Then as we wended home 

again, 

Tho' all the while the sun shot shafts of splendour, 

No word until we reached the palace gates, 

And then, once more, " Enid, you knew an angel." 

BROTHER. Poor father ! But we'll win him 

back again. 
ENID. Win you to me, and him to all of us. 
E'en as we forced wild way among the Heavens, 
I thought — and thought — what was it that she 

said ? 
Was 't not " a churchyard 'neath the spell of 
moonlight ? " 
BROTHER. Hush ! Enid !— Dreams like these 
have empty hands. 
They take, but cannot give. — Speak of your 

journey. 
Was it not weird ? and wild ? and wonderful ? 
And which was victor, Terror or Delight ? 
ENID, At first I only closed my eyes and 
prayed ; 
Till habitude had dulled the edge of Fear ; 
Then looked. — The sky had taken off its veil. 
And laughed at me, and I laughed back again. 
Nothing 'twixt me and God. 

BROTHER. You would not see 

The sun lay hands upon the flocks of clouds. 
Comb out their wool, and card it into glory ? 
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To sail through oceans of that molten foam, 
With hazy peeps upon a far-off world. 
To know that ev'ry speck is its own world 
Of intense being, 'tis too wonderful. — 
A dim mysterious rapture ; — ecstasy 
Of hushed half-known. 

ENID. No ! That I could not see. 

For me the horror flung aside the joy. 
If life should spin itself to endless aeons. 
Never could I forget — the sudden change 
From gold to crimson in the vaults of Heaven ; 
The quiver as you gripped the sheet together. 
The sobbing heart-beats while with frenzied wings 
You lashed the air, — until at last I knew : 
Knew that the sun was sinking, and the isle 
Still distant, and our lives upon the balance. 
Then, as the day flung out its parting flames 
I felt firm earth, looked up, and all was purple. 
The sun was lying 'neath his purple pall ; 
But you were men. — O splendid agony ! 
O pain of bliss ! 

BROTHER. Enid, the Past is past. 
Is 't not enough we live. 

ENID. No. Not enough. 

Who saved me, I will save ; worthy of her ; 
Worthy the mother whom I thought my Heaven ; 
Worthy of that, the sweetest epitaph 
On human grave, " Enid, you knew an angel." 
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ACT THREE. SCENE ONE : ROOM 
IN PALACE 

QUEEN OF HERELAND and YOUNG PRINCE OF THERELAND 

YOUNG PRINCE. We trust the tread of 
time proves not too slow 
For our fair guest ? Ere two more suns 
have slept 
Methinks your royal consort should be with us. 
QUEEN. Your court's Joy's Palace, and my Lord 
will joy ; 
— Or would — if 't were not — 'Tis this very Joy 
Roughens the task. — Did I not say, " I will not ? " 
YOUNG PRINCE. Who.? What? 
QUEEN. It is not meet to ask a guest 

To act the Kill-Joy. " But this needs," said they, 
" A woman's hand. Moreover you a Queen ! 
Equal trusts equal." 

YOUNG PRINCE. Should mischance befall. 
Its choice of herald half averts the blow, 
I trust that naught has happened to prevent 
His Majesty. 

QUEEN. Nay. He'll be here by nightfall. 
This is a question of more close import 
To your own self and Kingdom. — To be plain. 
It seems that Discontent lifts threat'ning hand 
'Gainst your intended marriage. 

YOUNG PRINCE. Do they dare ? 
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The humblest peasant weds whom he can love : 
And I — a Monarch, 

QUEEN. Nay ! A Monarch cannot. 

Greatness hath its own poignant penalties. 
" A modern King Cophetua," they say, 
" Most sweetest idyll for a neighb'ring realm." 
You love a face. 

YOUNG PRINCE. The spirit it enshrines. 

QUEEN. They say she's dumb ? 

YOUNG PRINCE. Hath Love a need for 
words ? 
Crude, laggard words ? when soul can speak to soul 
Through the eyes' windows ? Ev'ry slightest turn 
Of head or form acts the barometer 
To lovers' instincts, which outpace the tongue. 
As the damp sea-weed tells the coming storm. 

QUEEN. But think, my Prince. — Let not your 
noble mind 
Sway to a passion. — On a hunting raid 
You meet a maiden, weaving by the sea 
With blistered hands, and to a wordless song. 
She looks at you, and you look back again. 
You see soft hair, soft eyes, the dawning blush 
Of girlish natural embarrassment ; 
And straightway, from these airy elements. 
You plant a Paradise, and carve a Goddess. 
Is this a Kingly deed ? 

YOUNG PRINCE. 'Tis truly Kingly 
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To march straight on where meaner minds would 

halt. 
To pierce disguise, tear off the mask from worth. 
And place imperial merit on its throne. 
That I call Kingly. 

QUEEN. 'Tis the sweet ideal 

Of gorgeous-dreaming youth. — But later age 
Preaches the gospel of the feasible, 
And thus the heart is seared. — But all's not told. 
When you had brought your damsel-errant home. 
Suspicion raised her head, and called to Envy ; 
And they two stirred such tumult through the 

nation. 
That first the councillors, and then the priests 
Sought evidence of guilt — and thus they found 
That when each moonlight shimmers o'er the world. 
This maiden steals abroad among the tombs 
To pluck the nettles which o'erlay the dead ; 
Carries them home ; and naught beyond is known. 
Save that she weaves and croons. — The priests 

denounce 
A witch ; and Law demands that witches die. 
YOUNG PRINCE. Counsels of devildom !— 

That sunny hair 
Linked to the stake ! Those sweet, imploring eyes 
Pleading in vain for mercy ! — Go and tell them 
I will stand with her in that storm of fire. 
— If they must murder, let their King be murdered, 
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Rather than live a mean un-royal life 
On his soul's ashes and a woman's grave. 
Go ! Tell them that. 

QUEEN. My Lord, have you a right 

Roughly to flout the evidence of Heaven 
Through its appointed channels, thus defying 
What you do know, or do believe, of good ? 

YOUNG PRINCE. I do believe of good in that 
sweet face. 
Nature clothes evil in the robes of evil. 
Pulseth the fiery eagle's lust of slaughter 
'Neath the soft plumage of the cushat dove ? 

QUEEN. Yet children pluck the pretty purple 
poison 
From deadly night-shade. 

YOUNG PRINCE. Let them pluck or no.— 
I care not. — This I know, that I do love her. 
And that to me 't were vain to offer crowns 
Or worlds unconquered, if I could not turn 
To lay them at her feet. 

QUEEN. You're mad with love. 

Then let your kingdom drift, your people die. 
So that their King can quench his thirst for love. 
Like the dense hind. 

YOUNG PRINCE. Would God that I might 
know 
What I should do ! You say the priests have 

sworn ? 
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QUEEN. These acts are blossoms from the soil 

of Hell. 
YOUNG PRINCE. Then judge, O Heaven.— 

On the one side I lay 
My love, my life ; and on the other, Duty. 
One unimpassioned, cold as frosted age ; 
The other all aflame with throbbing life, 
Painting a world all noble, all aglow, 
All wonderful, no eye has ever seen. 
Can you ask haste, when on the spoken word 
Two lives may tremble to the silences ? 
[Aside] How can I tell ? I would do that I 

should. 
But rival spirits wrestle for my soul. 
Each stands for right, each for the highest good. 
Each bears upon his helm the badge of Justice. 
" Can you forsake ? " cries one. " Can you 

forsake .? " 
Demands the other with no weaker voice. 
Can you be false to the imperial trust 
Bequeathed you by your fathers and your nation ? 
Can you prove traitor to the primal plea 
Implanted in the common heart of man ? 
Is Instinct less divine a force than Reason ? 
[Aloud to queen] Let others judge, whom passion 

should not sway. 
But mark they hold the scales with even hands. — 
Bid them beware, for if they swerve one jot 



From honour's straighest path, I'll wreak a 

vengeance 
Will make the blood run cold, and ope a page 
Fresh to the crimson records of revenge. 

[Exit QUEEN, j 

If God be on their side, then come, kind Death. 
I would no more of life, for hope is dead. 
And life and hope were in one cradle born. 
And in one grave are buried'^^hope and life. 
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ACT THREE. SCENE TWO : A CELL 
Enid weaving. Enter Queen disguised as Nun 

QUEEN. Weaving ! still weaving ! It 
v\rould seem a frenzy. 
Yet I distrust it. There are gleams of 
purpose 
Firing her eye, unlike the fitful glare 
From mind disthroned — What if that baby brow 
Acts as a warder to an iron will ! 
What if she break some hidden vow of silence, 
Show'ring a sorrow on the gaping crowd, 
And waking men to wonder, like her mother ! 
I'll be no puppet at the strings of chance. 
Once have I missed my target, but not twice. 
The knot unravelled must be doubly tied. 
And pause is ruin. — She might see her father. 
And then — but never. — I can trace my path. 
Self condemnation's final — Help, Ye Powers 
Which lurk in lair at base of womanhood, 
And make her feebleness a match for all 
Man can array against her ! 
[To Enid] My poor child. 
Sorrow is sorrow. Sin is even sin. 
But I am sent a Messenger of Mercy. 
For our kind Prince has held that crime confessed 
Contains th' essential germs of absolution, 
And so 'tis but to whisper " I have sinned " 
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To place yourself unscathed before the law 
And make your peace with God. 
[Enid shakes her head'\ 

Speak but a word 
To mark contrition. 
[Enid still shakes her head\ 

You have never trodden 
The ways of agony, and cannot gauge 
The hideous measure in the hands of Pain. 
I have seen men in the full pride of life 
With all the male contempt for show of weakness. 
Screaming their anguish to the smiling skies 
Which smiled and smiled as though no sadness 

were. 
Nor a red tragedy beneath that smile. 
And only Joy leaped out to meet a Joy. 
Death ! Ay ! 'Tis well, and true 'tis it must come ; 
But not perforce with horrors of contortion 
With writhing limbs and spasm — twisted features, 
Each deeper moan or fiercer paroxysm 
Hailed by an eager mob, intent to greet 
A fresh effect, or note a new emotion, 
Till the torn spirit wrench itself away. 
Leaving a travesty of self behind 
For men to shudder at. — This need not be. 
The ebb of life may flow so soft, so sweet. 
Rich with the sacred pictures of the past 
And children kneeling round a hallowed bed 
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Sobbing their " Mother ! Mother," while the 

soul 
Passes from love to love. 
[Enid still shakes her head'\ 

Nay ! do but think. 
Hold up this double mirror to your mind. 
The passing glory, and the tortured shame. 
I may not stay. Time is allotted me. 
To you time also is allotted. — Think, 
Think 'ere too late. — To-morrow is to late. 
\'Exit Queen.] 

ENID. Is there a God in Heaven ? And can 

he view 
Such garlanded bedecked iniquity 
Ruffling unchallenged through the earth he made 
Nor loose the hounds of Vengeance ? I not know 

her? 
Not know that voice ? those gestures ? I should 

know her 
Though she were trebly swathed in saintly 

white 
And wore the stars which build an angel's 

crown. 
Yet do her falsehoods bear the garb of truth. 
So like the Majesty of my Beloved 
To ope a door to let the wretched flee ! 
Never did Life hold forth such beck'ning arms. 
So luring with the promises of Spring, 
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So tremulous with ecstasies of Dawn. 

Life, warm Life, I cannot leave thee, Life, 
The burning rapturous caress of Life. 
Suppose they did not come ? 

The last two nights 

1 have not heard the murmur of their wings 
But I have been distraught — I am distraught. 
What are those hands that clutch ? Those million 

eyes 
Which glare and gloat ? — Oh ! I am going mad. 
Not mad ! Eternal Mercy, say not mad ! 
Whate'er I lose, let me not lose myself. 
But I must weave, must weave. They shall not 

say 
" False Enid ! " " Fickle Enid ! " « Faithless 

Enid ! " 
And even now not time for all the robes. 
I'll weave. FU weave. For surely they will 

come. 
I cannot die. — I must not — will not die. — 
Perchance when we did meet in other worlds 
He'd not remember. Agony were that 
Deeper than any death — What ? Not remember ? 
" A little maid methinks I knew on earth," 
" And once I thought her fair." Though I would 

try 
To nestle 'neath the burnish of his love, 
Where could a Heaven be, if he forgot .? 
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What sound is that ? Nay ! Nothing but the 

surge. 
Louder, — 'Tis growing louder. — God in Heaven ! 
I thank thee. — They have come. — The wings ! The 

Wings ! 
[Falls back fainting\ 
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ACT THREE. SCENE THREE : 
THE SAME 
YOUNG PRINCE alotie 

YOUNG PRINCE. Ere scarce the day had 
dawned, the night has come. 
Impenetrable night without a star. 
And aye that hideous query racks my soul 
" Was the Tribunal fair ? The sentence just ? " 
Grant but the chance, the thousandth millionth 

chance. 
The court was bribed, or human judgment erred. 
And I must needs live on and play the King, 
With that gaunt spectre ever by my side 
\Enter queen.] 

I cannot bear it. Fare thee well, stern Duty, 
Fetish of consciences diseased and morbid 
I'll hie me to my love, to die with her. 

QUEEN. You cannot. Prince. The hand has 

passed the hour. 
YOUNG PRINCE. Then I will follow, Sweet, 
'twill not be long, 
I'll get me to the altar of my Love, 
And, gathering her ashes on my heart. 
Snap Life's false chain, and go where I can find her, — 
And I will find her. 

QUEEN, This is summer madness. 

The curtain's fallen. 
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[Enter fairy.] 

FAIRY. No. It has not fallen. 

That last wild cry has struck the walls of Doom, 
And riven the relentless web of woe. 
Go ! False, most perjured woman. Even now 
I hear men's shouts and catch the ring of 

triumph. 
All is not over, nor the last song sung. 
E'en on the very threshold of the stake 
The hissing mob fell back, as from the blue 
Swept seven swans, as might be seven seraphs, 
Upon the cart of Death, and your dear Love 
Threw o'er them those poor mantles she had weaved. 
And, lo ! the swans had vanished, and there stood 
Beside her seven men in garb of princes. 
Fair as the morning — and their swords were drawn. 
Then the crowds fell to sobs of victory. 
For they had gazed upon the face of God. 
[Enfer youngest brother wifh a swan's wing in place 
of an arm.] 

A witness here, — for those poor bleeding hands 
Had failed, for time and pain ; so the last robe 
Yet lacked an arm. — And ever to the world 
Hangs there a proof of woman's sacrifice 
And woman's baseness. 

YOUNGEST BROTHER. Prodigy of horror ! 
Out, lest I slay thee. 

QUEEN. Strike thou, but strike home. 
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Ye paltry weaklings ! What know ye of love ? 

Ye coward miser niggards of its purse-strings. 

Yours but a little foam, that froths and dies, 

Beside the lordly surge that crowns the storm. 

Ye make some tiny temporal sacrifice. 

And wreathe you with the halo of a martyr ; 

But I have flung away Eternity 

Into the scale and crucible of Love. 

Love ye like that ? 

[Enter king, unperceived.l 

BROTHER. Out! lest control forsake me. 

And the son's hand should plunge his father's wife 
Into the Hell she claims. 

KING. Your father's wife. 

Let no man judge where only One should judge. 
[Places queen's arm within his own.] 
If, greatly loving, she hath greatly sinned. 
Still, greatly sinning, she hath greatly loved. 
Way for the Queen ! The Queen ! 
[Waives them aside, and leads her out.] 

FAIRY. Majestic weakness ! 

For that man's sake may Mercy stoop from high 
Reverently to cross the hands in prayer 
Upon the breast of that dead human soul. 

[To YOUNG PRINCE.] 

My Lord, shall I go fetch your Queen ? 

YOUNG PRINCE. Yea. Bring her ; 

That I may kneel me down and kiss her feet ; 
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Weep for the thousand pardons that I need. 

And ask her 

[Enfer fairy nvitk enid.] 

O beloved, cant'st thou forgive ? 
ENID. 'Tis I should ask forgiveness, but thou 

know'st 
"We both have looked into the face of Death. 
But I am thine. Do with me as thou wilt. 

YOUNG PRINCE. Then hear, ye Heavens, 

and I will pledge my troth. 
Help me be worthy, for, while I be I, 
I'll wear her on the forehead of my soul 
As Earth's most proudest jewel, and when Life 
Has tottered from its final coping-stone. 
On the eternal threshold I will stand 
To wait and watch, though it will seem so long. 
While expectation sickens certainty ; 
To mark each spirit, as it passes through. 
Till, at the last, she too shall come, and then 
With one wild sob I'll seize her, soul to soul. 
And lead her up to God, and say to Him — 
" My God, on earth Thou gavest me a glory 
To live with, and to cherish, and to worship. 
Thou wilt not take away Thine own best gift? 
Forgive that one unutterable falseness. 
I strove so hard, my God, to purge it out 
With sacrifices of a broken spirit. 
I ever strove to raise myself to her ; 
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I tried so hard, my God, so hard, so hard. 

In Thee is mercy." Yea. I tell thee. Dearest, 

Life has no prize to offer me but thee. 

Nor death a fear but that of losing thee. 

My only royalty to know thee mine. 

My only sceptre to have won thy self. 

My only Majesty to lay my life 

Before thee, — aye, and sweetest fondest hope, — 

That after life it be permitted me 

To hold thee in an everlasting love. 



FINIS 
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Though Heaven may echo to an angel mirth. 

Yet think I, what is born can never die ; 

But that the streams, which have their source on 

earth, 
Find their full currents in Eternity. 
Else wherefore battle on for our ideal ? 
Why, for Love's sake, bow patient to the rod ? 
If the Realities were so unreal 
To Life's best dreams, 't would break our hearts, 

O God. 
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THE SEA MAIDEN 



DRAMATIS PERSONM 

Sea King 

Sea Queen 

Wave Crest 1 t^ , . ^ , 
„ P t Daughters oj above 

Sea King's Mother 
Young King 
Lord Acerbo 
Lord Chancellor 
First Ambassador 
Second Ambassador 
Princess 

Princess' Mother 
First Dowager 
Second Dowager 



ACT ONE. SCENE : THE KING'S 
PALACE 

SEA QUEEN and ELDER DAUGHTER, WAVE CREST 

QUEEN. How steep the lights are slanting 
through the waves ! 
The sun's a-bed, and now the moonbeams 
flag, 
Yet she hath not returned. Nay ! I must chide her. 
Such disobedience is an alien 
Within the Sea King's home. 

WAVE CREST. But, mother dearest, 

Belike the hand of mercy hath detained her. 
One of those deeds thou ever bid'st us seek, 
To pillow some wrecked seaman towards the shore, 
Or chant into a drowning sailor's ear 
The everlasting love-moan of the sea. 
Moreover, 'tis so new to her, that world. 
Her eighteenth birthday is but twelve days old, 
And she, like us, would take her fill of wonder. 
How well can I recall my own first plunge 
Into the glamours of that upper world. 
Mid-most the sun stood when my birth-hour struck. 
And thou turn'dst to me, sighing, "Thou canst 

A-tremble with the fateful gift of freedom, 
I drifted up to that tremendous glory 
Where air and water wed ; a moment hung 
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In awe-struck hesitation ; then I swept 
Into that glare of unknown majesty. 

QUEEN. How young thou art ! how rich with 
wealth of spring ! 
Youth hath its promise. Age its memories. 
Youth its bright future. Age its hallowed past ; 
And there be they would give their rest of life 
For one brief burning moment that has been. 
And praise the bargain. So thou saw'st the heavens. 
And found them fair ? 

WAVE CREST. " Fair" is too mean a word. 
All childhood's visions fled like sheeted ghosts 
Before the blaze of that reality. 
Full-sceptred trode the Day upon the waves, 
Which reared their swelling bosoms round his feet. 
Quivered a moment, and fell back in foam. 
Flinging around them veils diaphanous. 
Woven of tissues stolen from the rainbow. 
Ah ! how entrancing was it ! Yet to-day. 
Believe me, mother, I do rather crave 
These soft, cool lights, whose chasteness seems to 

shame 
The garish beauties of that upper world. 

QUEEN. So feel we all, my child, or well-nigh 
all, 
Who claim the sea for mother. We do clasp 
The luminous shadows and the murmurous silence, 
Th' abyss' stillness, and its calm embrace, 
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As of a love unfathomably deep, 

Which knows it cannot lie nor he deceived. 

Yet sometimes on the loom of ocean life 

The shuttle falters, and a being's born 

So fretful at our ocean limitations 

That it o'er-climbs the tranquil barriers 

To hurl itself, a naked shivering soul. 

Into the upper world. I sometimes fear 

That discontent broods o'er thy sister. Sea Foam. 

Perhaps 'tis naught but fancy ; I do trust so. 

But, hush ! She comes. 

[Enter sea foam.] 

Child, child, how late thou art ! 
Hast thou a reason .? 

SEA FOAM. I was only dreaming, 

Dreaming and watching. 

QUEEN. Thought may be a name 

For thoughtlessness, and that again is kin 
To selfishness. 

SEA FOAM. Oh ! truly I am grieved. 

Indeed, I could not help it. 'Twere as though 
Some spell — 

QUEEN. We know no spells save one, and 
that — 
I pray that thou may'st never own its thrall. 
But oh, my child, can'st thou not trust thy mother.? 
Was she not young ? Sure, 'twas but yesterday 
That I first plucked the berries from the seaweed, 
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And quaffed the sparkling goblet of the Dawn. 
Both of thy sisters have unlocked their hearts 
To make me partner of their joys and griefs, 
Their tremulous misgivings. Aye ! and thou too 
Wert wont to prattle out thy baby woes. 
And have them kissed away. Thinkest thou, Sea 

Foam, 
After the penalties the mother pays 
For those she loves, it is for her no pang 
To wake one bitter morn and find herself 
Discrowned within the bosom of her child ? 
Think'st thou this is no pang ? 

SEA FOAM. Oh ! I will try. 

But things there are we shrink from, though we 
hug them. 

QUEEN. That which is hard to tell is ill to 
hide. 
But come, my child, sit w^ith me on this rock. 
Lean thy head close to mine, and dream thyself 
Once more the little maid who sobbed her woes 
Into her mother's ear. Thou knowest, sweet. 
That all-embracing are the arms of sorrow. 
That naught which lives 'scapes that life-penalty. 
And that, what cannot suffer cannot joy. 
So do not moan that thou, too, hast a part 
Within the common lot. 

SEA FOAM. So be it, mother. 

Yet no philosophy can staunch a wound. 
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To know that other's sorrow is no solace ; 
It is an ointment with no balm therein. 
Grief is so very present, very real. 

QUEEN. Then let me be a fellow-sufferer. 
Sympathy robs a sorrow of its sting, 
Leaving it maimed for harm. Tell me, my child, 
Methinks this pain first made its presence known 
Upon thine eighteenth birthday. It is so ? 
And each day since has lent intensity. 
Until it stands an overwhelming shadow 
'Twixt thee and joy ? 

SEA FOAM. Mother, how dost thou know ? 

QUEEN. How do I know ? How does a 
mother know ? 
I tell thee, child, there is in motherhood 
An inspiration, a divinity. 
'Tis as mysterious as life itself ; 
And he has yet to breathe who dares to claim 
That he can solve that problem, or unveil 
That holiest of holies. Yet would I, 
E'en deeper were that fount of inspiration. 
That I might read — as though the book lay 

open — 
What now I can but guess at. Oh, my darling, 
Would I might bear thy sorrow ! We can bear 
Sorrow for others, but not their own sorrow. 
And what a noble mood 'twas Nature wore 
That evening when thou lifted'st to thy lips 

73 



The cup of life ! And through the deep'ning 

shadows 
I thought of thee, and little else but thee : 
" What was my darling doing ? " " Was she 

happy ? " 
" Did the bared self of that unshrouded beauty 
Appal her, or bewitch her, or but limp 
A halting cripple after expectation ? " 
While all the time the poisoned arrows fell 
Around her, and one quivered in her heart. 
Oh, darling, can'st not tell e'en her that bore 

thee ? 
SEA FOAM. Mother, I will, I will. But oh ! 

how hard ! 
How to begin ! How to explain what was ! 
'Twas all so fleeting, so intangible, 
A dizzy world, a flare of naked glory. 
So fierce to one whose eyes had been subdued 
To loveliness of austere lights, a sky 
Lined with the blood-stains of the stricken day. 
But all so regal, ev'ry flag unfurled; 
And as I drifted through the crimsoned waves, 
" Triumph ! " a shout came, " Triumph ! " and still 

" Triumph ! " 
Till I, too, joined the cry, and, well-nigh frenzied, 
Called " Triumph ! " to that masterpiece of Nature. 
Then, floating past, rose an impassioned cry, 
" Hast thou a soul ? " " Child of the fleeting sea, 
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Hast thou a soul ? " I answered, " Nay, I know 

not," 
And still that cry pursued, " Hast thou a soul ? " 
QUEEN. Darling, perchance I should have 

told thee all. 
Thou said'st " 'Tis hard." To mothers, too, 'tis 

so — 
What it were best to say, or not to say. 
But now we must hide nothing, thou and I, 
From one another. Tell me all, my child. 

SEA FOAM. Where are the words to fill such 

pictures in ? 
Language grows faint when Death takes up the 

brush. 
E'en, as I floated, that insistent call 
Still surging in my ears, " Hast thou a soul ? " 
A something I had never seen before, 
A dark dun mass, like some colossal whale, 
But with white fins on poles which pierced the sky. 
Swam past me far away. A ship ! a ship ! 
And after it I hasted, nerves athrob. 
To view the forms and watch the ways of men. 
QUEEN. But not too near .? Thou surely 

would'st remember 
How oft — 

SEA FOAM. Ah, yes. 'Twas ever in my mind 
That 'tis not well or seemly for sea maidens 
To show themselves distinct to human gaze. 
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Foam-veiled I kept. They deemed 'twas only spray 

Riding upon the crests of those proud billows. 

True, once methought I saw a finger raised 

To call attention, or to ask a question. 

As though one saw an unfamiliar form. 

But I dived deep, and left the portrait void ; 

And when I rose again, 'twas far away. 

Then from the ship swelled forth exultant music, 

So I in turn pressed closer, and could note 

That ev'ry glance was bent in one direction, 

Till, when a tall wave raised me in his arms, 

Lo ! a dark line between the distant crimsons. 

And on it palaces and domes and towers. 

'Twas surely some great capital of Earth, 

And those the strains which told of nearing home. 

O gallant vessel, thy white wings on high. 

Bending to each caress the breezes lavished. 

Yielding to ev'ry heart-beat of the sea. 

Like some Titanic sea-bird heaving there ! 

How sad, too, that our ocean laws forbade 

My homing with thee to that wondrous land ! 

Yet, even as I turned me back, a cry, 

Which the gods grant I never hear again, 

Sundered the surge and made my heart stand still, 

As though the spirits of despair and terror 

Were blent in one appeal. The ship was sinking. 

Into her side the reefs — Oh, mother, mother ! 

What would'st thou I had done .? 
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QUEEN. Thou should'st have saved 

Whom thou could'st save. 

SEA FOAM. So prompted my own heart, 

And had a thousand laws confronted me, 
I must have dared them all, nor feared the verdict. 
So through the foam I plunged, and the first form 
I lit on did I pillow on my breast 
Just as it ceased to struggle, and I bore it 
Towards those distant towers. 'Twas oh, so heavy ! 
But I strove on with ev'ry sinew braced. 
Breathless and sobbing, but with heart aflame ; 
For as the sun died and the moon was born, 
I saw the face I cushioned, and 'twas fair. 
The face of a young god, clear-cut like crystal. 
As marble, white. And, O ye gods, ye know. 
Ye only know, with what a pang I laid it 
Upon the palace stairs, and turned me home. 
While silence held the seas. 

QUEEN. My child, my child ! 

Why hast thou sealed this horror in thy breast ? 

SEA FOAM. How oft I've asked myself and 
found no answer. 
At first it seemed too awful, then too sweet ; 
If it was sinful, it was also holy. 
It were as though some subtle force impelled me. 
Whether I would or no, and ev'ry eve 
I swam again into the dying fires. 
To watch the spires stand stark against the red, 
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And drift in guise of seaweed on the surf 

Which kissed the palace stairs. Then, if I saw 

him, 
I sang those songs they say can steal a soul. 
And he would turn, and look, and raise a hand 
To cause a silence, and would laugh and say 
He thought he'd seen a face and heard a strain 
That witched him, 'Twas the surf upon the 

shore. 
Then did I speed me home, suffused with 

splendour. 
And laid me 'mid the coral and the pearl 
To weep my joy, and bid the wild dreams come. 
QUEEN. Pray the great spirits, child. If it 
may be 
As yet the venom hath not sunk too deep 
For Peace. 

SEA FOAM. Peace? What is Peace? and 
where is Peace ? 
Nay ! give me Life, warm, mad, exultant Life ; 
Life that can vault the limits of the known ; 
Life that will fling the gauntlet down to Fate ; 
Life that — 

QUEEN. Oh, darling, this needs more than 
me. 
Thy father — [ca//s] Wave Crest ! 
[Enter Wave Crest,] 

Go and find thy father. 
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Aye ! and thy grand-dam. She hath deeper 

knowledge 
Than all of us about the things of earth. 
Summon them here. Nay ! Question not, but go. 
And quickly. 

[Exit WAVE CREST.] 

SEA FOAM. Mother, mother ! 

QUEEN. Nay, my child. 

It must be so. If thou could'st only see 
The gulf which yawns beneath us, thou would'st 

know 
I dare not keep this sorrow to myself 

SEA FOAM. But 'twas a secret just 'twixt me 
and thee. 
Thyself thou said'st so. Before others ! No. 
I could not tell it. 

QUEEN. What must be, must be. 

All things yield place to sheer necessity. 
Even the sacred. 
[Enter king and grandmother.] 
Go and tell thy father. 

SEA FOAM. No, no. I cannot. 

KING 'Tis a troublous scene 

We light on. Tears ! and whispers ! and then 
tears ! 

QUEEN. My lord, I am so wretched. 

KING. And why so ? 

QUEEN. Sea Foam's in love. 
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KING, It is the natural age. 

QUEEN. True. But she loves one of the sons 

of men. 
GRANDMOTHER. The curse ! The curse ! 

I read it in the stars. 
KING. This makes full claim on thought. 

How did she meet him .? 
QUEEN. All that I'll tell thee later. Let us 
grant 
She loves him. 

SEA FOAM. Mother ! Never said I so. 
QUEEN. Said ? No, thou did'st not say. 

What need to say .? 
KING. Is it true. Sea Foam .? Thou must tell 
thy parents. 
What first concerns us is to know the facts. 
Then can we seek to find a remedy. 

SEA FOAM. True is it ? I have never tried 
to think. 
'Tis not a thought. It is a thing of dreams 
All day I dream, and when the shadows fall. 
There rise the nobler visions of the night. 
Then crowd upon me those alluring forms, 
Robed in soft lights, and garlanded with glory. 
Their eyes a-glitter like the evening star. 
And with a smile enthroned upon their lips 
Would make a mother heedless of her babe. 

GRANDMOTHER. The curse ! The curse ! 
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KING. Nay, Prithee, honoured mother 

'Twere best to give her rein, and list in silence. 
Tell us, ray Sea Foam, do they speak, these 
forms ? 

SEA FOAM. No ; they speak not. They 
beckon, and I go. 
Who would not go, when it is they that beckon .? 
Up the red wake of that impassioned sunset. 
And through the gates of flame they draw me on 
To where the everlasting splendours are ; 
And then He comes and takes me by the hand. 
Ye gods ! I know naught else. Is there aught 

else ? 
I wake. The stars are swimming in the sea. 

QUEEN. My lord, 'tis grave. 

KING. We'll ask the grandmother 

To reason with her. Mother, tell her true 
What thou dost know of earth. 

GRANDMOTH ER. Do know of earth .? 

Oh ! I know much of earth, and little good. 
And I know much of man, and little good. 
Why ! Men ! They are as mad as porpoises. 
What do ye think they do .? We know that Death 
Hunts man. Man puts an arrow to Death's string. 
That's a quaint humour — I forgot the name 
By which 'tis called, something, methinks, like 

w^ar — 
'Tis lauded up as grand and chivalrous, 
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But there's no porpoise with so poor a jest. 
How much beloved would a man-porpoise be ! 
He'd win all human hearts. 

SEA FOAM. How much more then 

The ocean-daughter's ? 

QUEEN. All her thoughts one way. 

[To grandmother] 
Tell her man's ways in love. 

GRANDMOTHER. All of man's ways 

Are mad as crabs, and move as crookedly. 
They toil and moil and wrestle to be first 
To win a crown of envy. They compete 
For things they do not want, and cannot use. 
And in this senseless trough they cast their days. 
Nor note that Doom is leaning from the sky. 

SEA FOAM. These are the pennons flown by 
noble minds. 
Who spurn what is, who spring at what should be. 
And count not if they fall. 

GRANDMOTHER [flj/^f]. The curse ! The 
curse ! 
But most of all I hate man's ways in love. 
They wed not where they would, but where they 

must. 
And strange 'tis that in this most personal matter 
The highest nobles are the meanest slaves. 
They sell themselves, and worse, they sell their 

children 
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For what d'ye think ? For aught that's tangible ? 
If ye must sell, at least get something back. 
But no ! They barter bodies for a sound, 
For what they term a title, some disguise. 
To hide their natural identities, 
And make men think them other than they are, 
Just a poor lump of clay, infused with life, 
Which worms will make their meal on, say, to- 
morrow. 
While still the Doom is stooping with the sword. 
And then, what think ye ? They assemble friends, 
March to the temple reared to praise their god. 
Raise chants in honour of connubial love. 
While at the altar kneels the shiv'ring victim, 
A tribute to the schemes and lusts of man. 
Irony's self could wear no coarser sneer. 
Who willingly would woo a world like that ? 
Plunge to a prison-house so pitiless ? 
Who storm a Hell because they have no Heaven ? 

QUEEN. She hears not, listens not. 

SEA FOAM. Yea, I do hear 

But gibes at what we have not do not bind 
The wound we have. I tell thee, O my father. 
There's an imperious call which summons me. 
Appealing and insistent. " Child," it cries, 
" There is a more commanding destiny 
Than to drift down a measured tide of life, 
To end in nothingness. Merely to be, 
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And then be not, unless thou call'st that being — 

To melt into the seaweed and the surge 

As playthings for the laughter of the sea. 

Ask of the stars what death is, and what life. 

They live for crowded asons, yet they die. 

But there is one amid th' infinities 

Who rides down death, challenges dissolution, 

And lays his hand on immortality. 

Seek him across the waters and the shores. 

Seek him among the widths, the depths, the 

heights. 
Rest not till thou hast found him and hast won 

him. 
Rest not till thou be like him, and can'st claim 
Equality in that portentous struggle. 
Rest not, O Sea Foam, till thou hast a soul ! " 
GRANDMOTHER. Yet, think thou what it 

means, never to die. 
Thou dreamest but of joy, but all's not joy. 
What if there be a never-dying pain ? 
Time was I knew a daughter of the earth. 
How fair she was ! How sweet ! We loved each 

other. 
And nightly when the moonbeams walked the 

waves 
She steered her boat into a secret grotto 
To hear the mystic idylls of the mermaids 
And tell the lore of men. Still can I see her, 
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Her bosom heaving and her eyes aglow. 

As on the silver stillness of the night 

I poured the tender folk-songs of the sea, 

With their soft life and their eternal sleep. 

Then would she muse and sigh, " Happy are they 

Who can forget." At length, one night she pleaded 

" Sing me a song about forgetful n ess," 

And as the last note died, I turned and saw 

That great sobs shook her like an autumn storm. 

And without word or sign she passed away 

Out of the cave and held her boat to shore. 

Next night she came not, nor for many nights. 

For all I watched and waited, till one eve 

I saw a something white upon the sand 

Which the surf kissed and left and kissed again. 

It was my poor earth-maiden, dank and cold, 

And there her last wild, unavailing plunge. 

Somehow, somewhere, to win forgetfulncss. 

Think of it, child, think of the pity of it, 

One of earth's noblest daughters, pure and good. 

Most gifted and most lovely, yet she prayed 

To be as we are, life a placid dream. 

Death dreamless slumber. True 'tis I can help 

thee 
Through toil and pain to reach the human form. 
But count the hazards ere thou fling'st the die. 
For form is but the threshold ; thou must win 
A human heart, not such mere inclination 
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As serves the name, but such etherial love 

As v^rill out-face the shock of Time in ruins 

To clasp a pure ideal to its soul. 

Where she. Perfection's Model, missed the mark. 

Why should'st not thou ? And failure's penalty 

Is a return to ocean, there to pass 

Into the elements before thy day, 

No lover, and no husband, and no children. 

No lights among the pearly palaces, 

Only a blot, a stigma, and a shame. 

Inspired, the poet w^ailed of what he knew. 

That happiest is he who suffers least. 

There's an epitome of human life. 

Whose best philosophy is to avoid. 

Not to attain. 

SEA FOAM. A coward sophistry ! 
That slurs the elemental principles 
Of Nature's building. Why, the humblest beings 
Lay down their lives by millions that but one 
May rise. And man, the final masterpiece. 
The crowning product of the artist's chisel. 
That he should slink behind the blazonment 
Of impotence ! Oh, you who love me best. 
Think not that I would strive to teach my teachers. 
All that I have is yours, all that [ know. 
All that I am, even my very being 
To you owns authorship. Yet, I implore you — 
Do not deny to what yourselves have planted 
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Its sequel of fruition. Who but you 

Was it that mirrored the supreme ideals ! 

Who was it taught me Justice kneels to Mercy, 

Mercy to Love ? Up the long line of life 

From the inanimate to man, all one. 

One climb, one aspiration. If this step 

Onward be right, why not another step ? 

That giddy ladder from the silences 

To the supernal music I would scale. 

Canst thou not hear them, mother, calling, calling. 

Across the whisp'ring echoes pealing God ? 

Come to us. Sea Foam ! O ye sacred voices, 

I will dare — I will clasp the agonies. 

Face all that is for that surpassing glory : 

It is not pain shall stand 'twixt me and Heaven, 

Thou shalt not say that I was found unworthy. 

Oh, dearest, I will come. My Love ! My Love ! 
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ACT TWO. SCENE : STATE ROOM IN 
PALACE 

YOUNG KING and LORD ACERBO 

KING. What slaves we are, Acerbo ! cringing 
slaves ! 
With gyves upon us thick as women's 
bangles. 
Themselves a chronicle of servitude. 
Where each fair frailty loads herself with ores. 
And the most laden perks superior head, 
While all her fellows kneel and call her blessed. 
All hail, ye fools, to the great God Convention ! 
The pretty humorist, the merry wit. 
The stern taskmaster. 

ACERBO. 'Tis a bitter mood 

That rules my ruler, and his platitudes 
Have their full flavour of acidity. 
Has aught less common than the usual 
Claimed my lord's condescending meditation .? 
To me the world is much the same as ever, 
A bowl of sweets and sours, but chiefly sours, 
With just that right sufficiency of each 
To make the whole distasteful. Why, my lord. 
Hast thou dragged eight-and-twenty tedious years 
In making the profound discovery 
The earth's a charnel-house, and thou and I 
Prospective carrion ? 
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KING. There are times, Acerbo, 

When my worst railings show like milky pearls 
Against the jet of thy benevolence. 
Sooth, man, 'tis difficult to comprehend. 
With thy so honeyed views of Providence, 
Wherefore one hour thou groanest 'neath the yoke 
Of such deep tyranny. Nay, quit it man ; 
'Tis but a thrust, a dive, a puff of smoke. 
Then, lo ! the felon's free. 

ACERBO. That is not proven. 

Can'st thou assure me there's no prisoner 
Because we see no shackles ? Thou know'st not. 
We all know not. Yet, nathless, we know this. 
That there's such irony in what we see 
As makes it probable there is like measure 
In what we see not. Thus I shape my course 
To gild that charnel-house, and when the sun 
Shines bright enough, it almost gleams like gold. 
Then do I bask within that soft reflection 
And plume myself, merely because I am. 
Admit that points a possible solution. 
Take now to-day : The gilder's there already. 
Three maidens, chosen out of all the nation 
For charm of person and for dower of art. 
Ask of thy hand the verdict and award. 
D'ye catch the burnish ? 'Tis not far to seek. 
Grant me the task, the mausoleum glitters. 
My tastes are stoic in simplicity. 
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KING. They weary me, Acerbo, these prim 

maidens. 
With their set laws of manufactured coyness. 
ACERBO. Then thou'st not seen them all. 

There's one to-day 
Will make my lord trill like a thrust in springtide. 
She's an adopted child of Lady Courtly 
Who lost her daughter many years ago. 
So runs the tale, thro' some mischance in love. 
At least they found her cushioned on the rocks, 
Looking for all the world like one who slept. 
And on her bosom was a weird device, 
Woven in pearls, as though a mother's hand 
Had laid her there, and penned her epitaph 
In the most costly off'ring of the sea — 
A pretty legend for the credulous. — 
She lost her child, and, knowing old Lord Courtly — 
My Lord Uncourtly, as they used to name him — 
It is not difficult to understand 
She lost her joy, and, having not the secret 
Whereby my gilder lives, she only pined ; 
That is the worst of these domestic souls. 
But now, her husband dead, she's caught this damsel. 
Men know not whence, needs thou must ask a 

woman. 
Anyhow, she's been known to smile again. 
And dotes, they say — most tedious diversion — 
Like a girl-widow on her darling's grave. 
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KING. Be careful, or thou'lt sink to poetry. 
When it were right that thou should'st look through 

bars 
For counterfeiting some more honest man. 

ACERBO. Then 'twould not be my liege. But 
scoff not, sire. 
Till thou hast seen my pretty petulance. 
Thou'lt be the first. 

KING. What use to me in that ! 

With lean ambassadors, hawk-nosed-and-eyed. 
Some austere dowagers, and that poor baggage, 
That patch of fluffy insipidity. 
The nation foists upon me as a mate. 
For furth'rance of their curst State-policy, 
Glaring like giant cats, their mouse a king. 
The whole agog for one false step of mine 
To whet their appetites and fill their maws. 
Insatiable of gossip. Grant me that. 
Where is thy paean of the gilded tomb ? 

ACERBO. Obvious. Wed the one and love 
the other. 
Dost thou complain that there are obstacles. 
That no one's laid thee down a metalled road. 
Opened the gates, flung out the flags of welcome ? 
I answer, " Where's the glamour of the chase 
If thou art riding down a captive quarry ? "' 
My tastes are stoic in simplicity. 
Some day I'll build a refuge for ascetics, 
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And people it with angels and myself. 
But here conies old State-policy in person. 
Assume thy properest, most regal air. 
[r/^si^e] The fun begins. 
[Enter the lord chancellor.] 

KING. My worthy Chancellor. 

Well come thou art in deed as well as word. 
Thou sav'st me from myself, and worse than 
self. 

ACERBO \aside\ Again he's riding down the 
captive quarry. 

LORD CHANCELLOR. I come, sire, to 
remind your majesty 
Thou graciously consentedst to adjudge 
To-day. 

KING. Nay ! not to-day. It was agreed 

Thou'dst grant me a nice schoolboy's holiday, 
No lessons, and no lectures, and no prizes — 
Prizes, of course I mean, for other boys. 

LORD CHANCELLOR. Alas, sire, thou hast 
raised the point at issue, 
For I would crave your majesty's indulgence 
If I should humbly venture to recall 
That 'tis to-day your majesty appointed 
To pass the verdict and bestow the prizes 
On those who, out of all our highborn maidens. 
Can most elicit your august approval 
For skill in dancing and for charm in song. 
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'Tis a mean task for sovereign intellect, 
Yet I submit that nothing is too small 
For him who carries all a nation's needs 
Within the hollow of his royal hand. 

KING. I promised, did I ? 'Tis the selfsame 
threat 
Acerbo has been waving o'er my head. 
But I had hoped my Chancellor would find 
Some higher estimation of my duties 
Than to be judge of girls. 

LORD CHANCELLOR. I do my liege, 

But statecraft holds a thousand minor threads. 
Each one a trifle, yet the sum important, 
Almost I would say vital ; for a king 
Has many parts to play, nor can one part 
Be played without the other, if the whole 
Should form a perfect structure ; as the sun. 
Built up of varied and opposing colours. 
Compounds a total glory. 

KING. Well, so be it. 

I'll be a total glory, just for once. 
But no vasts crowds : I'm not in vein to-night. 
Send in the maids ; I and Acerbo here 
Will quietly take counsel on their merits. 
Free from the bias of distracting claims 
Or social duties. 'Tis but right the damsels 
Should have a well-weighed judgment. What we do, 
We would do well. 
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LORD CHANCELLOR. 'Tis bravely said, my 
liege. 
Duty stands 'mid the baser deities 
Like stately palm among the desert herbs. 
Untrammelled shouldst thou be, save for the few 
Your majesty consented to admit — 
Thy sweet betrothed, and delegates of nations — 
To view the triumph of our womanhood. 
So, an your majesty will grant permission, 
I'll summon those, and only those, needs must. 

KING. I pray thee only those — They sicken 
me. 
These full-fledged rituals of royalty. 

[Exit LORD CHANCELLOR.] 

Tut ! tut ! How I do weary of well-doing. 

ACERBO. Then why pursue a phantom so 
elusive ? 
At times I well-nigh give thee up as lost. 
Just when I think at last thou'st scotched the 

snake. 
Out crops some bud of quaint idealism. 
After these years of careful education, 
I tell thee, sire, it tends to justify 
Despair. 

KING. Oh, most Satanic counsellor, 

'Tis ages since I spelt the word repentance. 
Save for some act of sheer stupidity — 
A phase of vice I cannot tolerate — 
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And still thou castest in my teeth the taunt 

I am not quite so callous as thyself. 

Truth is, I am not, nor, I hope, can be. 

Reprobate ? Yes. Dissolute ? Doubly yes. 

Conspiring prey to passion ? Yes again. 

But once I had a mother, who was good. 

And I remember — cannot blur remembrance. 

Thus I revolt against the ill I do, 

Yet do it. There those brazen trumpets call 

To duty. Still, for once I'll play the king. 

[Enter lord chancellor, ushering in mother of 

BETROTHED, BETROTHED, AMBASSADORS, and a few 

OFFICIALS flW DOWAGERS. KING salutes them in tum.] 
We have the honour and the pleasure, ladies. 
To welcome you, and you, our friends, as well, 
To view what should, we trust, prove not 

unpleasing — 
A rivalry in dancing and in song. 
Of all our nation's maidens three are chosen — 
Methinks thou saidst 'twas three. Lord 

Chancellor ? — 
By a most careful process of selection. 
And 'tis our honoured task to weigh their merits. 
\To LORD CHANCELLOR.] My lord, our pleasure 

only waits on theirs. 
[lord chancellor sends a message.^ 

FIRST AMBASSADOR. It was a gracious 

thought inspired thee, sire, 
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To give us, wanderers from other lands, 
So coveted an opportunity 
Of v^ritnessing the sweet accomplishments 
Of thy most favoured nation's womanhood. 
SECOND AMBASSADOR. Truly, your 
majesty, 'twill ever rank 
Amid the dearest of our recollections. 

KING. The pleasure, sirs, is ours. 'Tis natural 
We pride ourselves on showing you our best. 
The nation's best, 'tis aye the nation's women. 
We men, at best, are but poor carnal beings. 
[first competitor dances.\ 

FIRST DOWAGER. She dances not amiss, but 
to my taste 
These exhibitions ill become a maiden. 
Were't not for that, our dancing-master tells me 
My own dear girl — 

SECOND DOWAGER. How true ! How 

very true ! 
Faith, it is strange thou ever hit'st the mark. 
'Tis but this eve Lady Politely told me 
That, were it not for this publicity — 
Advertisement, it seems, of pers'nal charms. 
She dearly would have wished to see my Enid, 
Who— 

FIRST DOWAGER. Hush! His Majesty 
commanding silence. 
[second competitor dances.\ 
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SECOND AMBASSADOR. Terpsichore her- 
self could do no more. 
Within this realm the difficulty lies 
Whom not to marry. 

FIRST AMBASSADOR. And whom not 

to love. 
Me wonders if familiarity 
Can grant immunity from Cupid's arrows. 
If not, man's life must prove a tangled skein, 
Wishes perpetually nullified. 

KING. The truth, as ever, lies 'twixt two 
extremes. 
[third competitor, sea foam, dances. king starts, 
gazes intently, and remains silent afterwards, lost in 
thought?^ 

FIRST AMBASSADOR. Methinks the spirit 
of the sea was there. 
One heard the sighing of the waves, and felt 
The beat of ocean's heart. 

SECOND AMBASSADOR. Truly, 'twas 

strange. 
It bore me to the shore, and as I stood 
Upon a beach watching the breaker's swirl, 
I dreamed a sea-nymph swayed upon the tide. 
LORD CHANCELLOR. Your majesty, the 
first act has been played. 
The second, we believe, outstrips its fellow 
In that it strives for mastery in song ; 
98 



That art which, having naught of parallel 

In our surroundings, nothing which can teach 

An exact science, therefore seems to catch 

Its inspiration from some higher source. 

In all else human do we copy nature — 

Limp after her, and strive to learn her secrets. 

Here do we spurn the bounds of tutelage 

And soar into a blue infinity, 

Where is no hand to steer, nor star to point. 

So have we left this most divine of arts. 

As being best, to last, and have decided 

The rivals be concealed, so no suggestion 

Of aught but actual merit can be raised 

In the award of prizes. 

[To attendant.'\ Draw the curtain. 

And bid the music strike. Ladies and lords, 

I pray you lend your courteous attention 

To the first song : " The conflict of the ages." 

FIRST SINGER. 
Into the lists of the great eternal 

Life and Death rode armed for fight. 
One in the green and the gold of the vernal, 

One with the plumes of night. 
The everlasting bells were rung, 
For the fates of the spheres in the balance hung. 

Life, as he spurred to the joyous tourney, 
Merrily laughed at his sad-faced foe. 
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Death bent down to a dark, stern journey, 

Mailed in a silent woe. 
Life's lance went home. Death's charger fell 
With a sob that soughed through the halls of Hell. 

Time, blind Time, heard the sound of sobbing. 
Time, Death's friend and his sworn ally, 

Stealing the strength and the spirit robbing 
Even when man must die. 

Time crawled where Life triumphant trod. 

And Life reeled into the arms of God. 

Life leaped back to the grim arena. 

Glad with the draught of the God-drawn breath. 
Smote with a force that was fiercer and keener 

Into the heart of Death. 
And an angel leaned from the heights, and swore 
That Time from thence should be no more. 

FIRST DOWAGER. Surely, that was the voice 
of Lady Dolce : 
A most tempestuous strain. 

FIRST AMBASSADOR. Hast ever noted 

How oft it is the gentlest sound the war-note ? — 
One of life's myriad complexities. 

LORD CHANCELLOR. The next song, sire, 
is named " The cry of nature." 

SECOND SINGER. 
Love laughed loud when the Winter died, 
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Love laughed loud on her grave, 
For Spring w^as blushing in robes of a bride. 

And her head had a garland brave. 
Daintily, under the greenwood bough. 

Daintily down she trips. 
And Love kissed Spring on the cheek and brow. 

And Spring kissed Love on the lips. 

Twain did they pass through the old, worn world. 

Aye, as they carolled along, 
The flowers were awakened, the buds unfurled, 

And the air was aflame with song. 
" Gleefully dance, while love is rife. 

Gleefully dance," said they, 
" For Hope is astride of the steed of Life, 

And merry the month of May." 

Ever 'tis thus in this world of ours, 

Spring with her garland brave. 
And the songs of the birds and the scent of the 
flowers, 

When Winter is laid in her grave. 
Ever 'tis thus in this poor old world. 

Love lies sick to the core, 
And the flowers are faint, and the buds are furled. 

For Winter is Queen once more. 

PRINCESS. A most sad song, but, like sad 
songs, most sweet. 
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We know the singer ; she is like her song — 
Most sad, most sweet. 

SECOND DOWAGER. 'Tis like thyself, 
Princess. 
For my own part, methinks she takes the prize. 

FIRST DOWAGER. 'Tis a poor thing, this 
nature, whom we laud. 
Yet spend our entire lives in combating. 
From childhood's teething to our last decay. 

FIRST AMBASSADOR. Lady, I am a dweller 
in the towns, 
But I love nature. Nay, I dare to hold 
None values her as doth the citizen. 
So naught uncommon sees the mountaineer 
In those majestic spires piercing the Heavens, 
Which hold in thrall the denizens of plains. 

SECOND AMBASSADOR. It seems, sire, that 
the linnet won't suffice. 
Thou need'st must have the nightingale as well. 

LORD CHANCELLOR. The. last song. 
Those who care will know its name : 
Thus am I authorised to herald it. 

THIRD SINGER. 
Come, pillow thy head on my bosom. Dear, 

Nor ask if the wild waves be. 
Thine eyes are closed, and thou dost not hear, 
I will croon like a mother into thine ear. 
My arms are strong, and the shore is near, 
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I will rock thee thither, thou need'st not fear 
That there's death in the love of the sea. 

They say that love wzs the child of foam. 
And foam was the mother of me. 

If I sail to the sands, and bid thee come. 
Or loosen my locks from their coral comb, 
Wilt thou think of the poor little water-gnome, 
And the heart which breaks in the Sea-King's 
home. 

And the love in the death of the sea ? 

KING, [aside.] Where have I heard that melody 
before ? 
There is the wail of waters in my ears, 
The sense of dying, and a memory 
Of what bewitching music 'twas to die. 

[To LORD CHANCELLOR.] 

We hold, my lord, that lilt was over short. 

Prithee, desire that it be sung again. 

We must have fair materials for judgment. 

FIRST AMBASSADOR. Again the sea, the 
sea, and once again 
The brine is in the air, mocking our senses 
That we are where we are. 

SECOND AMBASSADOR. 'Tis passing 

strange. 
LORD CHANCELLOR. Your majesty's per- 
mission has been craved 
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Not to repeat the lyric, but to add 
A sequel. 

KING. From a lady ; a petition 
Is a command. Therefore, though we would fain 
Have had it otherwise, we do consent. 
[Aside.] Another and less public hour were better. 
THIRD SINGER. 

The wind sang a song to the mountains. 
And he sang of the throes of the sea. 
Of the cradle and grave of the fountains. 

Where the birth and the death-pangs be ; 
Of the anger which rives it asunder. 

The pardon which blends it in bliss. 
The billows which break in a thunder. 
The surf which suspires in a kiss. 

The wind sang a song to the valley. 

And he sang of the dreams of the hills. 
Of the heights where the sunbeams dally. 

Where the glaciers mother the rills. 
He sang of the virgin whiteness. 

He sang of the unstained snows. 
Which, spurning the heat-god's brightness. 

Lie sealed in a stern repose. 

The wind sang a song to the ocean. 
And he sang of the loves of the vale, 

Of the rapture of burning emotion 
Which pants in the languorous gale. 
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He sang of the call of the cricket. 
Of the chant of the great god Pan, 

Of the cry of the bird from the thicket. 
And the sob of the passion of man. 

And the sea sighed a sigh for the treasures 

The soul of the vale has in fee, 
And the hills sighed a sigh for the pleasures 

Which throb in the throes of the sea. 
And the vale w^as ashamed of the Real, 
As she gazed at the pureness above. 
And she sighed for the stainless Ideal, 

But turned her again to her love. 
FIRST DOWAGER. A pretty thought. But 
for myself, I fail 
To find the context. 

FIRST AMBASSADOR. 'Twas not meant for 
thee. 
Be sure, if we but knew, there's some one here 
Could solve the riddle. 'Tis not oft a woman 
Will strike a chord without one personal 

note. 
That wistful, tender dart has got its target. 
If fledged with feathers it is tipped with steel. 
LORD CHANCELLOR. May we so far 
presume, sire, as to ask 
Whether your majesty has formed decision 
Who are the winners ? 
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KING. There is only one ; 

She who danced last, and sang last, hath the palm. 

LORD CHANCELLOR. But, sire, they were 
concealed. 

KING. Silence, my lord. 

If we're astray, then thou can'st put us right. 
Usher the damsel in to take her prizes. 

FIRST AMBASSADOR [to dowager]. It 
seems the wand'ring message found its goal. 
[Enter sea foam.] 

KING. Lady, we fain would know the victor's 
name. 

SEA FOAM. I ask the pardon of your majesty. 
But truth, I have no name, save only Sea Foam. 

KING. Full pardon hast thou, lady, for the title 
Speaks her who like waves danced, and sang the 

sea. 
If 'twere not all did well it were small merit ; 
But 'mid well-doers thou hast done the best. 
Nor is it a slight privilege we feel, 
Before an audience thus qualified 
To judge of what is highest, in bestowing 
An honour which we deem so nobly won. 
Some day wc hope to have the added pleasure 
Of seeing the fair conq'ror 'midst our court. 
[sea foam curtsies and retires.] 
Ladies, affairs of state demand attention. 
Reluctantly we bid you all farewell. 
1 06 



SECOND DOWAGER \to first dowager]. 
If future courts are built on these foundations 
Methinks the best distinction will be absence. 
FIRST DOWAGER. When the Princess is 
Queen she'll prove a queen. 
She will not be the puppet of a king. 
\zAll salute and retire] 

KING. One word, my Lord Acerbo, ere thou 
leavest. 
Methinks the little song-bird scarce received 
Full courtesy. I prithee call her back. 
We would bestow more princely commendation. 
ACERBO [aside']. Keen is the edge of 
conscience ground by love. 

[Exit ACERBO.] 

KING. Scarce credible that aught should haunt 
me thus. 
'Tis but a woman's face, and only seen 
For a few moments, yet it spells the world. 
[Enter sea foam and acerbo.] 

SEA FOAM. My liege commands my presence. 

KING. We were fearful 

An incomplete expression had been tendered 
Of our appreciation. We should grieve 
If there were wanting ample recognition. 

SEA FOAM. Indeed your majesty is over kind 
In bending interest to one so humble. 
Yet, truth, I may not stay, sire. I have promised — 
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KING. There is a latitude in maiden's vows. 
Her promises are not commercial bonds. 
Signed, sealed, delivered. 

SEA FOAM. Nay, thy pardon, sire. 

My promise is a bond, and I must go. 

KING. Then, sweet Fidelity, if stay thou wilt 
not, — 
We'd hoped to know the story of thy past — 
We would at least present thee with some token 
To weld the what has been to what may be. 
Ask what thou wilt : it shall not be refused. 
SEA FOAM \after pause]. If those words 
signify as I interpret, 
I ask permission, sire, to keep this ring. 

KING. My mother's ring ! Whence did'st thou 
get it, child ? 
I lost it in a storm some months agone. 

SEA FOAM. I found it, sire ; Oh, do not take 
it from me, 
I love it so. Thou know'st not what it means 
To me. It weaves the spells of Paradise. 

KING. Keep it, and go. [tiAside] Go, ere I 
lose control — 
And sin not, child ; thou wear'st my mother's 

ring. 
[sea foam kisses king's hand ana retires.] 
I am not master of myself, Acerbo. 
There is a world of which I never wist. 
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The trees are green there, and the lights are 

warm, 
And there's a glory leans on land and sea, 

ACERBO. I ever told thee there are means to 

gild. 
KING. No gilding there, Acerbo ; it is gold. 
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ACT THREE. SCENE : TERRACE 
OUTSIDE PALACE 

Enter princess' mother and acerbo 

ACERBO. My spirit, lady, and my fellow- 
feelings 
. Do march in line with thine, and my 
endeavours 
Enlist themselves under thy generalship. 

PRINCESS' MOTHER. Sympathy seems with 
thee, my Lord Acerbo, 
An intuition. Thou wilt never know 
The value that I place on thine assistance. 
Or the full measure of my gratitude 
Both for thy help and kindness. 

ACERBO. Two incentives. 

Each one of which is a sufficient spur. 
Are goading me to action : chivalry. 
Lady, to thee, and to my king affection 
Loyal and deep. 

PRINCESS' MOTHER. Subjects like thee, 
my lord. 
Redress the balance of imperial sorrows. 
Happy indeed the monarch who can claim 
A like devotion. 'Tis the more pathetic 
That he who fans such instincts into flame 
Should fail to breathe equal nobility 
Into his own emotions — Reason pales — 
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Sooth, it out-faces credibility — 
To figure one with half the world in fee 
Branding himself a serf. My Lord Acerbo, 
Use thy keen power of logic, the strong links 
Forged by association and attachment. 
To wean him from this blind infatuation. 
It is two kingdoms that he dices for 
Against a woman's eyes. 

ACERBO. That it is madness 

We grant, but like all forms of that disease. 
There's no specific drug to work a cure. 
What seems most certain is, we must avoid 
The obvious. He's like a steed which asks 
A hand most delicate upon the bridle. 
Thus, if I only ventured to suggest 
A warning, 'twould suffice to raise a whirlwind. 
I should be jealous, meddling, or a spoil-sport. 
Or anything that least becomes a man. 
All characters are complex : his I think. 
More so than most, as quaint a shred of patchwork 
As e'er was treasured in an old wife's hoard. 
I've had full chance to make a study of it. 
Nor failed to profit, yet I know not all. 
He is materialism's lawful first-born : 
He is the foundling child of mysticism. 
He'll spend a week upon some paltry question. 
Asking himself if fifty minor motives 
Can turn the scale on seven weighty ones. 
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Yet, on some most abstruse and vital problem 
He'll wield the scalpel with a touch so sure 
That naught is left th' observer but to marvel. 
Oft-times thou'lt lead him like a little child, 
But if he close his teeth upon the bit, 
Let him who dares to grasp the reins beware. 
Nay ! This is not a fortress to attack 
By frontal movement. We must undermine. 
Or, best, cut off supplies, and let it fall 
Through inanition. Might not the Princess 
Attempt to sway this inconvenient damsel 
To some more balanced sense of due proportions. 
Or of the harm she is likely to inflict ? 
We cannot turn the man, let's move the woman. 
PRINCESS' MOTHER. That plan I'd thought 
of, and have put in motion, 
With what success I know not. Here she comes — 
We'll ask her .? 
[Enter princess am:/ lord chancellor in conversation,] 

Pardon us. Lord Chancellor, 
For short'ning what we know the Princess prizes. 
An opportunity to cull some gleanings 
From the rich crop of thine experience. 
But what we wish to know concerns thee, too. 
Nor thee the least, since what affects my daughter 
Must closely touch the country and its rulers. 
My child, if it be fair to question thus — 
We know full well the reticence of girlhood, 
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Its natural reserve, and honour it. 
But feel thy welfare here linked with the nation's 
We fain would ask if thou hast seen this maiden 
And pleaded with her ? 

PRINCESS. I have done my all. 

PRINCESS' MOTHER. And failed ? 

PRINCESS. Yes ! failed, as she would fail 

with me. 

PRINCESS' MOTHER. Thou leviedst toll on 
all the arguments 
I marshalled for thee ? 

PRINCESS. All, and more than all. 

But what avail ? They died like sheets of foam 
Against the adamant of her resolve. 
Nay ! Ask the sun to stay its course in Heaven, 
Ask the new moon to wane before its prime. 
Ask of the stars to light their lamps at mid-day. 
But ask not woman to forego her love. 
It is unconq'rable, unquenchable. 
I cannot still its pulses, nor can she. 
He is a monarch, but she is a woman. 
I am a princess, but I am a woman. 
How can I blame her, that she loves my love ! 
How, being woman, could she otherwise ! 
We both are women, and we both must love. 
The only pity is we love the same. 
Still would the marvel be if we did not. 
We twain love him, but he loves only one. 
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He holds I aim to gain a second crown. 
Assumes, because before him I am dumb. 
That I'm a dullard, or a dark designer, 
A schemer on the chess-board of his life. 
I cannot speak in terms of cold convention 
When all I would from him is one caress. 
To fold my arms around him, and be kissed. 
The world shows dim, and — Mother, I am faint. 
Let us away, mother ; let us away. 

PRINCESS' MOTHER. Lean on me, darling ; 

we will go within. 
Your pardon, sirs. We fain would be alone. 
[Exit PRINCESS am/ mother.] 

ACERBO. Another plot lies stifled. Well, my 

lord. 
Canst thou mould anything of likely shape 
To fit this awkward niche ? Set them to work, 
Those wits of thine, so schooled in stratagem ; 
Put them to labour, let some scheme be born. 
LORD CHANCELLOR. Too much thou 

praisest this poor brain of mine. 
It is, in truth, of most untwisted fibre. 
Just a plain simple strand for common needs. 
But, since thou callest on me, then I say 
This is akin to fever, and demands 
A sedative, somewhat to cool the blood. 
Give reason chance to re-assert its sway 
And quell this mad sedition of the senses. 



Thus would I urge some serious deputation. 
Full-robed in pomp and ceremonial, 
With a petition to his majesty 
Graciously to accord the people's wish 
For his own union with a neighbour queen. 
His grave consideration, so to weld 
Two nations for aggression or defence. 
Making by common aim a mutual strength. 
This would, methinks, give pause. 

ACERBO. Nay, nay ! my lord. 

Thou hast not probed a half-inch 'neath the 

surface 
Of that weird medley that he calls his mind. 
He'd smile to them, and bow, and smile again — 
Thou know'st what realms of deep significance 
He can import into a bow or smile — 
He'd cozen them with words mellifluous, 
A verbal treacle cloying to the palate. 
How that he'd ta'en his kingdom for his bride, 
For his poor self, sooth, it imported not. 
The nation 'twas which mattered. They might 

trust 
That in due time its interests would be served. 
Then off they'd march, preening official feathers. 
While he — well, he would turn to watch the 

sunset. 
Or call for music to distract his thoughts. 
Marvelling at the irksomeness of things. 
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Nay ! Give us something more original, 
Less crude, or more suggestive. 

LORD CHANCELLOR. Then, I say. 
Induce the queen gently to reason v\rith him ; 
Throve out some soft and womanly remonstrance. 
Some sweet appeal. 

ACERBO. Nay, once again, my lord. 

Thy tactics savour of the flesher's block — 
Thy client waits, thou hackest off a limb. 
Did the princess' mother breathe one hint 
Of interference ; — burst, thou merry bubble ! 
He would be like a colt which hears the whip. 
Naught of him but his heels would statecraft see. 
No ! If this chain be broken, it will be 
The woman's hand which snaps it — how, I wot 

not. 
She will be here anon, I hap to know, 
So leave me for a while to meditate, 
And, if chance serve, to do. 

LORD CHANCELLOR. If thou achievest, 
I'll bow before a subtler intellect 
Than mine makes claim to be. 

[Exit LORD CHANCELLOR.] 

ACERBO. How I hate action ! 

E'en men of action, save as instruments ! 
I've pulled some pretty puppets in my day. 
O muddler, thou blind force which thrustest worlds. 
Yet lightest on the purposed faineant, 
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To play the part of doer. When all's said. 

What action's left ? A king desires my queen. 

As mutual privilege, I mind it not. 

But he demands a close monopoly, 

Hold off, ye others. My discovery ! 

And he meanders gently down the slope 

To pluck the flower I've shown him. No, my 

masters, 
I stand for fairness. If ye grant not that. 
Then hail ! ye storms, e'en though the ship go down. 
But 'twill not sink. Maybe 'twill spring a leak. 
We'll caulk it up, 'twill ride the waves again 
The better for some cargo jettisoned. 
For once the State and Individual 
Have common interests. Ho, ho ! Acerbo ! 
A monarch's gratitude ! a nation's blessings ! 
I feel the buds of patriotism sprouting ! 
Saintly Acerbo ! Patriot Acerbo ! 
Is that a halo seems to scorch my brow ? 
Give time, I shall be worshipped 'mid the martyrs. 
Calmly, Acerbo ! we've not played our part : 
We'll wear the bay-leaves when the race is run. 
First thought, then action, then the hero's crown. 
Long afterwards, we trust, the smoking censers. 
First thought — we grant the maid and he must part. 
For this two motives, and methinks but two. 
For him an injury, to her an insult. 
The first's been tried — not, to my mind, too well — 
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A man had done it better — still, 'tis finished ; 

The same attempt repeated were to clasp 

Failure with arms outstretched and lips of welcome. 

Take then the second. Here the prospect smiles. 

The king's mind has been cultured carefully — 

It shows a noble tilth. Himself he said, 

" Child, sin not, for thou wear'st my mother's ring." 

The seed here whence a harvest may be reaped. 

We want a crop of ripening distrust. 

He knows she's fair — I've filled the picture in. 

Almost too fair ! 'tis not himself alone 

Who sees it ; there are other hearts that bleed. 

How natural that she should choose a king — 

At least in semblance ! Otherwise, 'twould mean 

She were not woman. Being what she is, 

Her mind loves power, but being what she should 

be. 
Her heart loves love. The disability 
Of those in power is to know those in love, 
Whence blossom the main sorrows of the great. 
'Twere even not a chance impossible 
She might restore the ring, through some queer 

scruple 
That mind and heart should march in unison, 
Which were to me most damnatory proof. 
All this and more. Ay ! I discoursed like Solon, 
Reasoned like Socrates : I ne'er had dreamed 
I held such treasures of Nestorian wisdom. 
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But Where's my armour ? For, behold ! the lists ! 
How love out-paces time in keeping trysts ! 
[Enier sea foam. ] 
Thought-fettered, Sea Foam ? 'Tis not good for 

maidens : 
It autumns brows where only spring should laugh. 

SEA FOAM. Is it the lonely privilege of man 
To use his reason ? 

ACERBO. Say not "privilege," 

Say "penalty." The primal curse of man 
Was, he should toil. The sweeter task of woman, 
To look and be a solace. 

SEA FOAM. Nice conceit. 

My lord Acerbo, yet a condemnation. 
Thou grantest no equality in soul. 

ACERBO. That vexes me not much, thy soul 
or mine. 
What most concerns us is this present life, — 
For me, success in work ; for thee, in charm. 

SEA FOAM. In brief, for man the serious, 
for us 
The ever-trivial. 

ACERBO. 'Tis the world's way. 
The way, e'en more, our monarch inculcates. 
He rears a mighty wall 'twixt toil and pleasure. 

SEA FOAM. So thinkest thou, my lord; so 
do not I. 
His majesty holds nobler views than these. 
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In that we are not brave, he pities us. 
In that we are not strong, he succours us. 
In that we cannot give, he gives to us. 

ACERBO. Delicious is the young idyllic 
dream. 
But 'tis not the sole property of one : 
We all have known it ; and we all have suffered 
Because we knew it. Art thou not aware 
His majesty's a most lugubrious jester ? 
How many deathless passions has he vowed. 
And looked ! Ah, me ! I envy him the talent. 
His sighs would burst a pair of leathern bellows. 
While for his lovelorn rapture-glance — 'twould 

pierce 
A Spanish breast-plate ! 

SEA FOAM. I will not beHeve it. 

ACERBO. How many maids have trusted to 
their woe ! 
Let me just count. 

SEA FOAM. I will not hst, my lord. 

ACERBO. So said they all. The others might 
be trapped ; 
'Twas their own fault ; they wilfully mistook. 
This was a passion of quite difFrent metal — 
Sublime and holy. 

SEA FOAM. Dost thou then maintain 

The court is like the sirens' mocking isle, 
Strewn with the skeletons of hopes and loves ? 
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ACERBO. The metaphor is ugly, but correct. 

SEA FOAM. And yet this world can laugh ! 

ACERBO. They have their choice. 

They may be merry here, or pine elsewhere. 

SEA FOAM. Statements there are, my lord, 
which cripple credence. 

ACERBO. Thou wouldest prove them ? I can 
give thee names. 
Ask for thyself. 

SEA FOAM. The very thought's ignoble ; 

I'll none of it. 

ACERBO. Well, then, that ring he gave thee 
In one of his spontaneous ecstasies, 
Offer it back to him. See if he takes it. 
If so be that he does, thou art not worthy ; 
A mother's ring only a wife should wear. 
If he does not, wait till he ask thee for it. 
'Twill be some day, but then — 
[Enter king.] 

Well met, my liege. 
We need a more effective comforter 
That poor Acerbo here. 

KING. In such campaigns 

We know that where my lord accepts defeat, 
None hopes to wheedle Vict'ry from his lair. 
[Exif ACERBO who hides himself. "l 
[Aside] Most venomous of cynics, well departed. 
Come, little Sea Foam, twilight's on the waves, 
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Twilight and water are both dear to thee. 

What ? not a tear ? Nay ! let us wipe it oiF. 

So pass the acrid poisons of my lord. 

That forger of the base alloys of woe. 

That counterfeiter of grief's currency. 

Smile, darling. Now they drift, these April 

showers ; 
Now breaks the sunshine. 

SEA FOAM. Truly, sire, I smile. 

They tell me sorrow is an outcast here, 
And I would not be banished. 

KING. Sorrow were. 

If thou were absent. 

SEA FOAM. Is it oft, my liege. 

Those pretty sentiments were breathed to others ? 

KING. I will not say I have not wooed 
before, 
But I will vow that thus I have not wooed. 

SEA FOAM. Pretty again, sire. Ever the 
same cooings 
Would lack variety, would nauseate. 

KING. Hath Sea Foam caught contagion from 
Acerbo ? 
Do not admit, dear, evil's despotism. 
Somewhere in ev'ry heart there lurks a spring 
Of goodness — oft-times, maybe, 'neath the surface. 
One day the mighty wizard waves his wand. 
And, lo ! the waters ! and the fields are green. 
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Knowest thou. Sea Foam, thou hast played that 
wizard ? 

SEA FOAM. In kindness, sire, tax not my 
faith too far. 

KING. How can I prove to thee 'tis simple 
truth ? 

SEA FOAM. An easy task I'll set your majesty. 
I think, sire, that I should not keep this ring : 
I pray thee take it back. 

KING. Nay ! not for realms ! 

That is not a fair test of loyalty. 
Yet stay— I'll take it, and instead will give thee 
One such as never girdled woman's finger : 
A workman of rare skill hath fashioned it. 
Set deep with gems would fetch a nation's ransom. 
The world shall know how I am proud of thee. 
'Twas but to-day he finished. Rest one moment 
That I may bring it : but before I go. 
I ask three little words. 

SEA FOAM. What would my liege ? 

KING. Thou knowest. Sea Foam. Sweetest 
hypocrite, 
Full well thou knowest. I would hear thee say 
" I love thee." 

SEA FOAM. I ask mercy, O my liege- 

Mercy : — I cannot help it — Yea ! I love thee. 

KING. Sleep's hush is on the earth, yet the 
birds sing : 
124 



Darkness is round us, yet I see the sun. 
Oh, what a hidden glory swathes this world ! 
One moment, dear, and I'll be back again 
To pledge thee as my queen, 

SEA FOAM. Go ! yea, my liege ! 

'Twere best that thou shouldst go ; yet stay not 

long : 
I could not bear that thou wert long away. 
Still, prithee, leave me. Nay, sire, kiss me not — 
But, yea ! one kiss, one burning human kiss. 
So that for once I touch the fringe of Heaven. 
My liege will not be long .? 

KING. Ere pass that cloud 

Athwart the splendid pallor of that moon, 
I will be with thee : then, for aye and aye 
Thou shalt be mine. 

[Exit KING.] 

SEA FOAM. Alone ! how the waves sob ! 

Are they, too, moaning for their playfellow ? 
Nay, waves, I shall not play with you again. 
But ye will play with me. Wander not far : 
Lay me upon the sands his feet shall tread. 
So that, although I be not, I may touch him. 
For, waves, I triumph : at last I know 
That I have won him — that he's only mine. 
But I know also I should drag him down : 
An earthly monarch may not wed the sea-maid. 
A king I found him : I will leave him king — 
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Their king — my king. Waves, do ye pity me ? 
'Tis but my May-tide, and the winter's come. 
Waft me one kiss — just one last human kiss 
To tide me through the everlasting silence. 
I thank thee, God : v^rith that upon my lips 
I challenge thee, O Death ; — thou canst not kill. 

Sea ! O Mother ! Take me to thy breast. 
'Tis a cold bosom, infinitely cold. 

But there the heart-ache ceases, I will come ; 

Yet, as thou lullest me to that sad peace, 

Grant that I sing once more the lilt he loved. 

So that the winds may bear it back to him 

To tell him my last words and thoughts were his. 

Dearest, I can no more than die for thee. 

For ever ! Dost thou know what is " For ever " ? 

'Tis not 'tis long, 'tis that it has no end. 

For ever — that is what I give thee, dear : 

1 have no more to give than my For ever. 
Farewell ! God keep thee, O my love ! my love ! 
[sea foam descends terrace steps and disappears. 
ACERBO leaves hiding-place, and watches. The strain, 
" There is love in the death of the sea" is repeated 
three times — growing fainter . During second repetition 
KING enters^ 

KING. Where is she ? What is that ? Acerbo, 
speak ! 

ACERBO. This is our little Sea Foam's lullaby. 
She's gone back to her ocean. 
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KING. Back to ocean ? 

What mean'st thou ? 

ACERBO. Only what the words import. 

She's gone back to her ocean. List again ; 
\T'hird repetition of strain?^ 

There's the last strain. 'Tis ever thrice they sigh 
Before the parting gasp. 

KING. But she'll return ? 

ACERBO. Never, my liege, and best that it 
be so. 
Kings may not mate with nurslings of the sea. 
Who lure men to their dooms, and have no souls. 

KING. She went to death, and thou could'st 
see her go ? 
Hell-hound ! A million withered souls like thine. 
Massed one on other, could not build a footstool 
For that high purity. Nay, silence, man ! 
If 'twere not for the very laws she taught. 
That even Justice bends the knee to Mercy, 
I'd tear from thee that blackened heart of thine. 
Sea Foam ! Sea Foam ! 
\^nter lord chancellor and others.] 

LORD CHANCELLOR. What ails your 
majesty ? 

KING. She's gone. 

LORD CHANCELLOR. Who's gone ? 

KING. There was but one to go ; 

For me but one. Why do I lag behind her .? 
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Stand off, ye curs ! There is no barrier 

In Earth, or Hell, or Heaven can keep me from 

her. 
I'll search the secret places of the soul ; 
I will not rest, though age grows old on age ; 
Fears shall not daunt, nor ecstasies seduce. 
Yet even if 'twere true she had no soul. 
So that I found her not, and that clear light 
Lay quenched in blackness ; even so, I tell you, 
It could not shake or faith or constancy, 
It could not smirch my worship or her truth. 
It could not dim that brightness which has been. 
Which once stooped down and touched me, and I 

lived. 
'Mid all the transports of eternity, 
My only love should be her memory ; 
My only bride the spirit of that love. 
[king draws sword and advances towards sea. 
SPIRIT appears in background, pointing upward.] 

SPIRIT. She hath attained her immortality ! 
\Gurtain falls to triumphal music] 



